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Enter Gaueſtone reading 0 014 Edi that WAS brought 
 himfromthe K' wy. . 


Y Father 'is deceaſt,come Carebews, 
And ſharethe Kingdome with thy Jeerelh friend. - 
| Ah words that make me ſurfer with delight, 


| Then = and be cheFavorite of a King? 
Sweete Princel come: Thetetheſe, thy amorous lines 
Might haueenforſt me to haue (wum from France, 
Andlike Leander gaſpt vpon theſand, 
 Sothou would(tſmileand take me in thine armes. 
Thelight of London tomy exil'd eyes, 
_ T8as Elizium to anew come ſoule, 


Not that I Jour che City or the men, = 
Bur :thatir harbors him I bold fo deere, 
The King, vponwhote boſome tec me dyc, 


 Andwith the world be till at enmity: 
What need the Articke peopleloue ſtar-light, 
To whom the ſunne ſhines both by day and night. 
Farewell baſe ſtoopivg to the Ludly Peeres, 
My;k knees ſhall bow to none but to the Kiog), 
; fortMemultitude. hat are but ſparkes | 


Rake vþ Ty ernbefs Scirpoucrty, | 
T anti:  ITTanee arſt vietigwwinde, 


That glauncethat my lips and fl yeth eſe 


But how now; what are theſe? - 
* Enter three poore mts, 


Ls Peore men, Such as delire your worſhi psleruice. 
Ganeft, What canſt thou doe? 
1. 7Poore, I can ride. ® 
= Ganeft, BurT hauenohorle, What art hou? 
— ,,-- 2, Poore, A Traveller.” 
pr Ganeſt, Let meſee,thou wouldf doe KY | 
| To waiteat my Trencher,and cell melicsat dingertime, 


ET = RED E And 


What greater blitſe can hap ro Ganeſton, EY 6 


Fragedy 
A Anda as I like your Prana haue you; 
And what art thou? - 
3. Poore, ASouldierthat hath ſerued apainſ} the Score. 
Gane, Why,there are Hoſpitals for fuch as you, 
] kaueno warre,and therefore Sirbe gone. 
Soul Farewell,and periſh by a Souldiers hand, 
That would'ſt reward them with an Hoſpitall, 
Gas: 1,I, theſe words of his moue me as much. 
As if a Goole thould play the Porcupine 
And dart her Plumes,thipkio p to pierce'my breſt, 
But yet it is no paine to ſpeake men faire, 
Tie flatter thefe,and make them Jive in hope: 
You know that I camelately out of France, 
And yet | hauenotveind my LordtheKings 
If Iſp eede well, ile entertaine you all. 
Font We thanke your worſhip. 


Gas, I hauc ſome bulineſſe,leaue me to my ſalfe, 


 Omnes, We will waite here about the Court. ZExcnnt. 
. Gan. Do: theſeare not men far me, po 
I muſt haue wanton Poets,Plcaſant wits, 


Muſitians that with touching of a ſtring © 

. Maydrawthepliant King which way Ipleaſe: 
Muldkeayd Poetry is his delight, - 
Thereforeile haue Italian Mackes by night, .. 
Sweeteſpeeches,Comedies,and pleaſing XY 
And .intheday when he ſhall walke CE 


| Like $:14iav Nimphs my Pages ſhall be chd 
My Men like Saty TES grazing ut theo T.avwavs 


Shall with their Goate-feete dance the Anticke Hay, 
Sometime a louely Boy in Dians ſhape, 


_ With haire that echo Water as it glides,. 


% 
% 


Crownets of Pearleabouthis naked armes, 

And in his{portfull hands an Oliuetree, 

To hidethoſe parts which men delightro ſee; — 

os Shall bath him in a Spring,and therehard by &. 
______ Oneelike AFzonpeeping through the Grouez; _ Cl] 
Shall by the angry Goddefſe betransformd, = 
And eden in the likeneſſe ot an 5 LE 


| 


. ” of Edward theſecond, b 
OL) el in hounds puld downezand ſeemeto J =P 
oh 7 99-0 as theſebeſt pleaſe his Maieſty, 7 NR TT 
| My Lord, herecomes the King and the Nobles 
' From the Parlament;ile ſand aſide. ES 
Enter the Kmg, Lancaſter 5 Mortimer ſemror, Mortimer in- 
 wior, Edmond Earle of Kent, Guy Earle of Warwicke, oc. 
Ed, Lancalter. — Or Ou 
MES: bi 
Gane. That Earle of Lancaſter doeTabhorre. 
Ed, Will you not grant methis?in ſpice of thena 
Ile haue my will,and theſe two Afortimers 
That croſſe methus, ſhall knowI am diſpleas'd. 
Amr.fe, If zouloue vs my Lord, hate Ganeſtone? 
Gaue. That Villaine Aſortimer,ile be his death. 
A1or. in, Mine Y ncle here;tbis Earle, and I my (elfe 
_ Wereſworne to yourfatherat his death, x 
That ke ſhould aerereturne into the Realme: 
_ - And4know my Lord, cre I will breakemy oath, 
This ſword oF minethar ſhould offend your foes, 
Shall ſleepe within the ſcaberd at thy neede, 
And vnderneaththy Bannersmarch whowill, 
For Agortimer will hang his Armor vp. 
| Ganeſt, Mort, aten. SE 0G - 
'. Ed. Well Mortimer, ilemake thee ruetheſe words... 
Beleemes it thee tocontradia thy Kine? 
Frounft thou thereat piring Lancaſter, 
The Sword ſhall plains! p foarrawesof thy browes, 
And hew theſeknees that now aregrowne (o ſlitte, 
Ivill haue Ganeffov,and you fhallknow, _ 
What danger tis to ſtand "= your King. 
F Geneſt, c!l done, N' s ET EE | 
| Lav, My Lord,why do you thus incenſe your Peeres, 
Thatnaturally would loue and honouryou: . 
-  Butforthatbaſe andobſcure Ganeſton, 
+ Foure Earledomes haue1 beſides Lancaſter, 
HE Ty ordy ollbary ,Lincolde, Leiceſter, 
{  Theſewilllſellto giuemy Souldiers pay, 
| Lee Gaxeſton fall (lay withintherealme, 


: Why ſhoulaf thon kneelez fr 


The Tragedy '- 


| Therefore if he be come, expell kim PR 
Ea, Barons and Earles,your pride hath made 
Butnow llefpeakezand to the proofe I bope: 


memute, 


_Tdoeremember in my fathers dayes, 


Lord Piercy of the North being highly mou'd, 
Brau'd Mfoubray in preſence ofthe King, 
For which had not his highnetſe lou'd him well, 


- Hz ſhouid haue loſt his head,but with his looke, 


Thevndaunted ſpirit of Piercie was appeas d, 


And Monbray and hewerereconcildes 
Yetdare you brauethe King vnto his face. 


Brother revengeit,and Jet theſe rheirheads, 


Preach vpon poles fortreſpaile oftheir tongues, 


War.O our heads, 

Ew. 1yours,and therefore I would wiſh you grant. 

War, Bridleihy anger gentle 1fortimer, - 
Aer, in, | cannot,nor | will not, I mult ſpeake, 


Colin, our hands T hope ſhall fence our heads, _ 
And {trikeoff his that makes you threaten vs: 


_ . Comevncleletysleaue the brainſicke King, 


And henceforth parly with our naked ſwords. - 
Afor.(e, Wiltſhire hath men enough to ſaueour heads, 
War, All Warwickſhire will loye him for my ſake, 
Lanc, And Northivard Gauerſtone hath many friends. 


- Adewmy Lord,andeither change your minde, - 


Or teak to ſee che Throne where you ſhould fit 
To floate in bloud,2nd ar thy wanton head, 


_ The loſing head otzby baſe minionthrowne. 


Exthnt'Nables. 
- Eldw, 1 cannot brookecheſe hautie menaces: 


 AmTaKing,and muſt be over-ruV'd? = 
' Brother diſplay my Enfignes in the field, 


Ile bandy with the Barons and thie Earles, 
Andeither dyeor live with Gauefon; 
Gaue. 1 can no longer keepe mefrom my Lord. 
Edw, What Gaueftone,welcome,kille not my hand, 
-Embrace me Gane/tone as | do thee: | CES 
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of Ede fond, 
now'lt thou not whol ann? 


"I ; 


Nee hotell demtafale dnkatly axle,” 
Gaue, And ſince] wenefrom hencs,ofouleiohel 
Hath fele more torment then Ganeftor. 
Ed, 1 know it, Brother my friend, 
"  Nowlet thetrecherous Afortimer: ja oy 
rumbqonns. ay == mm 7 "oh 
 Thavemy wiſhio thatT ioythy ligh 
And ſooner ſhall theSea orewhe .my Land, 
Wy hen beare he Ship har alſeranſpor?thookence "oy 
I heere create thee Lord high Chamberlaine, 
ChiefeSecretary tothe State and me, 
Earle of Comwall, King and Lord ofman. 
 Gane, My Lord theſe Titles farreexceede my worth. 
- Kent. Brother the leaſt ofthelemay well ſi iffice 
For one of greater birth then Gaveſfon, | 
£dw. Ceaſe brother zFor I cannot brooke theſe =" 
- Thy worth ſivect friend is farreaboue wy gifts, 
Therefore! to equallic, receive my heart, | 
for theſe dignitiesthou beenuigd,  - 
 Ilegiuecheemore, for bur to honourthes; 
Is Eanerdpleas'd with Kingly regiment; © 
F no thy rho ahou ooſchavcagu: 
Cn Oh Jai 5 fart drecelue mm) 


y Thats.” : 
which whiles Lbayc I chinke my (elfe as gre 
As Ce/arridingiothe Roitane lire ——_— 


"Caets Fn fuce rates! to 


ek eek Tar v3 n : 
WL Tine, andre Cue 


LY 


il RN That wert the only cauſeof hisexile; 


Thou ſhouldſt norplod'one foote beyondthis place. = : | 


As then [| did incenſe the Parlament, 


\ Og  AndGaxeſten valelſe thou be feclaimd, © - ; 
Eh. Hons 
| 
So will I now,and thouſhalt back to France. 


= had inthe channell chriften him anew, 


| For heele complaine vnto the Sea of Rome. 


Be thou Lord Biſhop,and receive his rents, 
And make him (eruethee as chy Chaplaine, | 
[ give himthee;heerevſe him asthou wilr, 


 Andgoods andbody giuento Gauefton.. 


| This ground which is corrupted with their lteps, 


EE aw 
ot <> AM. As LEE. i. 


he THagedy 


| Gane, Tis truczand but for reverence of theſe robes, 


Bi/z, | did no wa. then I'was bound ro do, 


Gaue, Sauing youyrreuerence,you mult pardon me. 
- E4. Throw off hisgolden Miter,rend his ole, : 


Kent, Ah brother,lay not violent hands on him, 


Gave. T.et him complaine vntothe ſea of hell, 


Ne bereueng'd on him for my.exile.. 


Edw, No,ſpare his life,butſeize vpon his goods, 


Gaze. He ſhall to priſon,and there dyein bolee. 
Edw,1 tothe Towergthe Fleete, or where thou v ie. 


: _ Bifh, For this offencebe thou accurlt of God. 


Edw, Whoſe there? Conugy this Piiet! to thy Tower, 
Edw. But in tha meagecing Ganeſtas away... 


 Andtakepolleſſionof his houſeand goods;. ' ;.. 
Come follow rue,andthou fhalthaue my Guard. 
| Toſeeic done; and bring 


g thee ſafeagaine, - 
Gane. W hatſhoyld : Pris(l do with { lo pls houſe, 


A P rifon May beſt beſcerr HG bis holinelle..., ” 4 
Enter both the Adortimaers ta rnicke- 

401d Lancefter., 2 wy 

ar. Tistroeybe Biſhop isjn ER - 


; w 


C UT CTC  —_———— 
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Lan. What? will ws tyrannize vpon the Chureli? == 
Ahwicked King, accurſed Ganefton, 


Shall be their timeleſſeſepulchier, or r mine, _ ſure 
| Mora. Well,let aſs penutlh Erenchman guard ke 
- EE n 


of Edward che ſecond. 


voleſſe his breſt be ſword proofe he taldyes.: 3 2: 
. Morſe. How now, why groopesthe Earle of Lent? 
 Afor,iu, Wherefore is Guyof Warwick diſconcent?- 
Lov, That VillaineG 10 is madeanBarle, "I 


_ War land beſides Lord Chamberlaineof the rae 
And Secretary too,and Lord of Man, 
 * Afor. ſe. We may notnor we will not ſuffer chis, 
Afr. is, Why poſt we not from hence to leuie men?” 
Lan, My Lord of Cornewall now at euery word, 
And hoy is the man, whom he vouchlates | _ 
For vailing of his bonnet onegood looke, 
__ _ - Thus armeinarme,the King and he gothrnatels 
' Nay more,the Guard vpon his Lordſhip waites: 
Andallthe Court begins to flatter him, - 
War, Thusleaningontheſhoulder ofthe Hp AzET 
He nods, andſcornes,andſmilesateboſethar 
X 457. /e, Doth no man rake exceptions att beſltues | 
| Lav. All flomack him,bucnenedareſpeakeaword.” 
. Afor.in, Abthatbewrayes their baſeneile _—_ : 
Wereall the Earles and'Baronsofmy.mind, ' 
Weele hale himfromthebofome ofeli Kings 
Andatthe Court gate hangthe Peſanc vp, / 
Who ſwolne with venomeof ambitious pride, 
Willbe the ruine ofthe realme and vs, - 
Enter the Biſhop of Canterbury, 


_ War. Heere comes my Lord of Canterburies Grace, 7 
Lav, His countenance bewrayes be is diſpleas'd. 


Bi/h. Firſt were his ſacred garments rent and torne,. 
Then laid they violeat hands vpon him next, 
Himſelfeimpriſoned,and his £0 o0ds aſceas'd, 

This certifiethe Pope,away take horſe, 

Lay, My Lord,will you takearmes againſtthe King? 
Bip, Whatneedel,God himſelfe isvp in armes, 
' When violenceis offered tothe Church. 
AMor.iv.,Then will you ioynewith vs that be hi Peeres 
| Tobanjſh or behead that Ganeſton? 


Giſh, What elle my Lords, forit concernes me neere, 
t Bz The 


The Tragedy | 
The Biſhoprickeof C—_ is his. . 


aan aa I 
Ke, tnNerorn gentle 4: ry. 
R Toe in oriefe and balefull diſcontens;- / NT 
__Fornow Loc ogra mana, 1 FU. 
| But dotes vpon the loue( 
He claps his cheekes and aber about bienecke,. 
Smiles in his face, and whiſpers in bis gares, - 
And when I come,he frownies;as who ſhould ſay Yo - T 
Goe whither thouwvile (ceiog I have Ganeſtor, tbe 3 
tor ſe. Isit not firangethatheisthus bawiccke? F 
Afor. in: Madame;returnevatothe Court againe: 
That ſlye inveigling Frenchmanweeleexile,. 
Oc loeour lives : and:yetere thatday.come,. 
The King kloſohic cronnatiawehaucpon'T,. .. "x1 
And courageteotobercuengde acfulk; --- 2 
- Biſs, Buegierlifenortyour ſwords wail the "Lg 
_ Lan. No; burwede lif-Gave/on from benge, /, - 
War. And warre muſt bethemeanes,or beleſtay Y 
- ve, Then lethim + +=" = TERA $91570 
Shall beopprefhaichoiuill mutiriiess © * 
I will endure a meJancholh--life; - - ESE WIA 
And kethim.frollickewich he Klinion.. FOE Ry 
Bifh. My Lordoxoeaſalltiobutherreme ſpaake: - 
We apdchare thararehisGCounletlory, -.. | 
Will mecte,andwich a generalltonkene. oo. 1 | 
Confirme his baniſhmene with-our bands 5 4 5 Lo ' 
Lav, What we confirme the King will fruſtrate, _ 
 Ador,in, Then may we lawfully:tenolefrom bin! 
War, But ſay-my Lord,whereſhall chis meningde 
_ Bib. p55 en Temple. | 
Ator.iu, Contents: EET. 
And inthemeanetimeilc intreat you all, PINE Tm 
Tocrolleto Lambeth,and thereſtay with me. © 
Lan Comerhen lets away, 7 wn 


y 
1] nh: Ts 


Afor. w. Madamefarewell; 


We Farmel nee Aarti or my T8 2nd 
Forbcare al 


—— 


Tong cowritemy Dame. nin1/niger (ior! 
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We will notthusbe fat'dand ouer-peerd;o.- 17 1 why 


Eaw, Lay - hands an tif Legyror der Wh: .5mM Lv. 

Mer'fe, L4rhabdadntb Trayies aue/fon i ond 

Kent, Ischisrhe-duey dip ab owenyour King?! : 

Var, Weknowvubrduti eo rrrw 

Edw. Whitherwillybubeatohi 

Mor, ſe. We aren@rriyeonyt 

Gi; No thtchendormy Ls 
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_ Edw. Andi hats 
Hete Mortimer, [it thout In Edwardi ch 
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Warwicks and Lancaſte 
WascuetKingthuso 
Lan,Learnethento rule vs 

Cor. iu, What we have done, ©: 
Our heart blood ſhall maintaine. It 
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Bib, why are olfelech 
And ſce what we you Oo) 
Mor ein: My Lotdizavy letvs allbe — Ro 
And dela ne ove wiledr loſeout lines, - Te EX 
Edv, Mecte you forthie,p 
» Eremy (weete Canto ſhall pa 
This He hall fleets vpon- 'F 
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Subſcribe we hig8WFeobivenler. - 
Aer. i. Curſchim;if he refuſe; andthenmap' we. 
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of EdW: IDE [CON 
LE Langinouey zh Admicall of 
Al ou LordW AVICKE, 
And hay of Wales, atent y.Gu-nc 
Make ſeueral] Kingdomes: of his Monarc 
. And ſhareit equally amongll.yc TF1 
Sol mr ay hauc ſorhe-nooke or « Yner left: ..-- ._.. 
To olke with my deecreſt Ganeflon, ET OTE 
Riſa, Nothing thall alter.ys,weare reſolu'd. FLS 
Lav, Come,come,lubſcribe. . Fo 
Hor in, Why ſhould you lofi: CRE 
hom the worldianm ſo2.. 5 Th... 
Edw. Becauſe he Joues me > morethen all the Wale —— 
Ah nonebutrudeand ſapoge pupae men, EE 
Would Hecke the rvine of my.G Ganefor,. ta - 
You that are noblsþorne thou d pit ty.him,. ra 
War, Youchathgd pii princely bor Rf acula a 5 | 
\For ſhame lablerde,aod Tex the L wane MT; th : I 
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Gaze, My Lord,[hear 1 every edewm 
Thar Lam baniſh d,atid muſtflie the Land, 

E4. Tis ttue ſweet Ganueſton,oh were it wereit falle, 
The Legate of thePope will haueitſo, 
And thou muſt hencejori ſhall bedepos'd, 
But I will raigne to be reueng dofthers;- 
Andtherefore ſweer friead,rake it pitienly. 
Live where thou wilt, ite ſend ehee-gold <" 
And longthouſhalrnotRtay, or fthou -—_—_— 
le comers chee, tay 10u h Incrededtine. | 


ou Rend notiny heart viththye>0 Mating words, | 
Than from this Lan 


,tfrom wy ſelfe am baniſhr, 
Gane. Togofron caice, prreves notp 


| Buttoforlakeyoujiti wholegracio 
The ble let os Mtctnaines, 
ly chisrorhent my vreched afoul, 
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' Witnelle the teares that 1/abella ſheds, 


of Edward the ſecond. 
Gave, For euery lookemy Lord drops downea teare;, 


Seeing [ muſt goe,do not renew my ſorrow, - 
Edw, The time is little that thou haſt to ſtay, 


And thereforegiue meleaueto looke my fill, 
_* . Butcome ſweetefriend;ile bearethee on thy way, 


Gaze, The Peeres will frowne, - 
_ Eadw.]paſlenot for their anger,come le 
O that we might as well returne as goe; 
Sy Enter Edmond and Qucene Iſabell. 
24. Whither goes my Lord? _ : 
| Edw, Fawne not on me french ſtrumpet,get thee gone, 
2%, On whom but on my husband ſhould I fawne? 
 Gaue, On Mortimer, with whom vngentle Queene, + 
I ſay no more,iudgeyou therelt my Lord, 
2%. In ſaying this thou wrongſt me Gazeſton, 


(8 gOc, 


. Iſtnotenovgh that thou corrupts my Lord, 
 Andarta Bawd to his afteQions, "743 jr 
- But thou muſt callmine honour thus in queſtion? 


Gare, | meane not {o, your Grace mult pardon me. 
Edw.'T hou art too familiar with that CMortimer, 


Andby thy meanes is Gaweſton exil'd, 
| ButI would wiſh thee reconcile the Lords, 


Or thou ſhalt ne're bereconcil'd to me. 

2a. Your Highneſſe knowes it lies not in my power. 
Edw, Away then,touch me not,come Gameſtor. 
Ds. Villaineztis thou that rob'{t meof my Lord, 
Gas, Madam,tis you thatrobme of my Lord, 
Edw, Speake not vntoher;let her droopeand pine. 
 2«, Wherein my Lord,haue I deſeru'd theſe words? 


Witneſſe this heart, that ſighing for thee breakes, 


- How deere my Lordis to poore {/abell. 


* 


dw. And witneſle Heaven how deere thouartto me, _ _ 


There weepe : for till my Gazeſtox berepeal'd, 
Afſlurethyſclfethou comſt not in my light, 
- -_Exeunt Edward and Ganeſton, 
4, O miſcrableanddiftre{ſed Queene, _ 
"Would whenLleftfweete Ts and was imbark - i . 


hea tanto ent borate err gte. ANN EI on 0 en 


* 


'Ther's none herebut would cunne his horſe to death. 


The Trigedy 


That charming Circes walking on the waves, 
Hadchang'd mz ſhape,or that the marriage day, 
Thecup of Hymen had beene full of poyſon, = 
_ Oc with choſe armesthat twin'd about my necke, 
I had beene ſtifled,and not liu'd to ſee, . 
The King my 7.ord thustoabandon.me: . th 
L ike frantike [uno willl fillthe earth, 
With gaſtly murmureof my lighs and cries, 
For neuer doted love on Gavimed, d 
So muchas he on curſed Ganefton,. 
| But that will more exaſperate his wrath, 
I muit entreat him; 1 muſt ſpeake him faire, 
And bea meanes tocall home Gaweſton: 
And yet heele ever dote on Gaueſftor, 
And ſo am for ever miſerable. 


Emer the Nobles tothe Queens. - 
Lanc, Looke where the filter ofthe King of France, 


Sits wringing of her hands and beats her reſt, 


tar, The King I feare hath ill intreated her. 
Pen, Hard is theheart that injuresſuch a ſaint. 
_ Morſe, Why?heis gone, 
Afor. iu, Madame,how fares your Grace? 
Du. Ah Mortimer inow breakes the Kings hate forth. 
And heconfelſeth thatheloues menot, | | 
_ Aor.in,Cry quittance Madame then,&loue not him, 
9s, Norather will I dye a thouſand deaths, 


. Ator, it, | know tis loog of Ganeſtor ſhe weepes. | > 


And yet I loue in vaine,heelenere loue me. 


Lanc. Feare yenot Madame,now his minions gone, 
His wanton humour will be quickly lefr. 
9a, Oh neuer Lancaſter !1am inioyn d, - 
To lue vato you all for his repeale: 
This wils my Lord,and this mult I performe,. 
Or eiſe be baniſht from his Highnetle preſence; 
Lanc. For his repeale, Madame, he comes not backey 


V olefethe ſeacaſt vp his ſhip-wrack t budy. ED 


Far. And to behold ſo ſweete a {zght as that; 


Mor, 


— we - 


of Edward the econd. | 
 Mer.in. But Madame, would you-haue vs cail him 
Bn, 1 Mertimergfor till he bereſtor'd, (home? 
| The angry King hath baniſhrmerthe Coure, 
And therefore as thoulou'it ana tendre(t me, 

 Bethou my Aduocate vnto theſe Peeres. 


Morin, What would you hane me plead for Gauefton? 


Hor. ſe. Plead for him that will, Iam reſolu'd. 


Lanc, And ſoam I my Lord,ditſwadethe Queene. = 


2. O Lancaſter, let him dillwadetheKing, 
For tis again(tmy willhehouldreturne. 
War. Then({peakenot for himyletthePeſantgoe, 
94, Tis for my felteI ſpeake,and not for him, 
| Pen. No ſpeaking will preuailezand therefore ceaſe, 
Aer. in, Faire Queene, forbeareco aogleforthe fiſh, 
Which bcing caught, (trikes bim that takes it dead, 
I meane that vile Torpedo, Gaueſton, 
That now I hope flotes onthelIriſh Seas, = 
9a, Sweete Mortimer lit downe by me awhile, 
 AndIwilltell thee reaſons of ſuch waight, bo 
As thou wilc ſooneſub(ſcribeto his reyeale, 
 Aor.n. It is impoſhkble,but{peakeyour mind. 
fue, Then thus,but noneſhall heareic but our ſelues. 
Lan. My Lords albeit the Queenewinne CHortemer, 
Will you berefolute and hold with me? © 
_  Afor,ſe, Not] againlt my Nephew, | 
Pen, Feare not,the Queenes words cannot alter him. 
War, No,do but marke how earnelily{he pleads, 


| Lan, Andſcehow.coldlyhislookes makedeniall, -. 
War. She ſmiles,nowfor my life his mind is chanp'd. 


| Lan. le rather loſe his 'F riendſhi p I , then grant. 
Aror, iy, Well of neceſlity it mult be ſo, 
My Lords that I abhorre baſe Gaveiton, 
L hope your honours make noqueſtion, 
Andtherefore though 1pleadfor his repeale, 
Tis not for his ſake but for our auailes  . 
Nay for the realmes behoofe and for the Kings. = 
Lan. Fie /ortimzer,diſhonour not thy ſelfe, 

 Canthis betrue,twas good to baniſh bim? 


N 


---- And 


hes 


| NTT TTY 
Andi is this true,to call him home agaſne? 
Such reaſons make white black, and darke nigheday, 
Ador, in. My Lord of Lancafter markethe reſpe& 
Lan, In noreſpe& cancontraries betrue,” _ 
"9a, Yet good my Lord heare what he can alledge. 
War. All thathe ſpeakesis nothing,wearereſolu'd, 
Afor, in, Doe you not wiſh that Gameſfon were dead* 
> Pem, I would he were. ({pcake, 
Mer, in, Why then my Lord, giue ice but leave to. 
tor, ſe, But Nephew do not play the Sophilter, 
Mor, in, This which I vrgeis of a burning zeale 
To mend the King,and do our Country good: © 
Know you not Gazeſtor hath ſtore of Gold, -. lh 
Which may in Ireland purchaſe him ſuch friends: hs 
As hewill front the mightieſt of vsall, | 
And whereas he ſhall liue and be belou' d, 
Tis hard for vs to worke his overthrow. 


P ) 


M Par, Marke you butthat my Lordof Lancaſter, On 
Aor. in, But were he here i-reſted ashe is, | 
How calily might ſome baſe ſlave be ſubornd,. 
To greete his Lordſhip with a Poniard, 


- Andnoneſo much as blame the murther,”- 
But rather praiſe him for that braue attempt. © . 
And in the Chronicle,enrowlehis name, 
»>For purging of the ——_—_— of ſuch a plague, 
Penb. He ſaith tru 
Lan, 1;but how x AN this was not done before? 
_ Moy. in, Becauſe my Torts, it was not thought vypon:: | 
| Nay more, when he tall know it lies in vs, ©. 
To baniſh him,and then to call him home, 
_ Twill make him vailethe top-tlag of his prides. 
And feareto offend the meaneſtnoble man. 
or. ſe, But how if he donot Nephew? 
or,in, Then may we with ſome colour riſe inarmes, 
For howſocuer we have borne it out, bd FEI 
Tis treaſon to be vp againlt the King, . EE 
So ſhall wehaue thepcople on our date, 


I Which for his Tacherbinke IEARELO theKing, | at, Bs ws I | 
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. of Edwardine ſecond. 
| But cannot brooke anight growne Muſkrump, 
Such a one as my Lord of Cornewallis, 
Should beare vs downe of the nobility, - 
And whenthe Commons and the Nobles joyne, 
Tis not theKing can buckler Ganeffon, 
 Weele pull him from theſtrongeſt hold he hath, 
My Lordsifto performe this I be ſlacke, 
Thinke me as baſe a Groome as Gazeſton, 
Zan, Oathat condition Lancaſter will grant. 
_ t#ar, Andiowill Pexbrocke and I, | AX 
| -.  Afor;/o, And. SUE 
| © Azor.zn,lathisI count me highly gratified, 
[4 And Mortimer,will reſtat your command, 
2a, And when this fauour 1/abell forgets, = 
— Thenlether live abandon and forlorne, | 
| Butſee in happy time my Lord che King, | 
| Having broughtthe Earle of Cornewall on his way, 
Is newes return'd,this newes will glad him much, 
___ Yernotſ{o muchas me, I loue him more, 
..__ Then hecan Gazeſton, would helou'd me. 
Buthalfeſo much,thenwerel creble bleſt, 
Enter King Eaward mourning, 
Eaw. Hees gone,and for his abſence thus Imourne, 
Did never ſorrow goeſo neere my heart, — 
 . As doth the want of my ſweete Gazeſton, ID 
Andcould my Crownesrevenew bring him backe, 
I wouldfreely gjue it to his enemies, 


And thinkel gain'd,baving boughtſo deere atriend, 
2n. Harke haw he harpes vpoa bis Minion, 

_  Edw, My heart is as an Anuill vato ſorrow, 

Which beates vpon it like the Cyclops hammers, 
And with the noiſe turnes vp my giddy braine, 
And makes me franticke for my Ganeſtox: 

- Ah had ſome bloudleſle fury rofe from Hell, 

| __ And with my Kingly Scepter ſtrooke me dead, 

____ Whenl was forſtto leaue my Geueſtovr, 

Lan. Diablo;what paſhons call you theſe, 

2, My gracious Lord I cometo bripg you newes. 

Ew ©" ng : Eaws 
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The Tragedy 


Zdw, That you haue varled with your Moriimr, 
9a, That Ganeſione my Lord (hall be repeal, 
Eaw.. Repeald, thenewes is too ſweet to be true, 
Ps, But will you loue meitf you find it fo? 
 Eaw, If it be ſo, what will not Edwarddo? 
9s. For Gauefton, but notfor.1/abell, 
Eaw. For thee faire Queene,if thou louell Canefon, 
Ile hanga golden tongue about iny necke, 
Seeing They haſt pleaded with ſo good (ucceſſe, 
Qs. No other lewels hang about my necke 
 Thentheſe my Lord,nor letme have more wealth, 
Then I may fetch from this rich trealuryz 
 Ohowakille revives poore /ſabell,. , 
Edw. Once morereceiue my hand,and let this be, 
A ſecond mariage twixt thy ſelteandme, © 
Du, And may it proue more happy then thc firſt, 
My gentle Lord, beſpeaketheſe Noblesfaire, 
Thar waite attendance for @ gracious looke, 
And on their knees ſalute your Maielty. 
} Edw, Couragious Lancalter,imbrace th y King, 
Andas grofle yapours periſh by the ſunne, 
Euen ſo let hatred with thy ſoueraignes (mile, 
Live thou with me as my companion. 
-Laxc, This ſalutation over-ioyes my heare. 
© Edw, Warwick ſhall be my chiefeſt Counſellour: 
Theleſiluer haires will moreadorne wy Court, _ 
Then gaudie {i]kes,or rich dry, | A 
Chide me ſweere Warwicke,itI gocaſtray. 
T#ar. Slay me my Lord,when I ottend your Grace. 
Eaw. In ſolemnetriumphs,and in wohilke ſhowes- 
Penbrooke ſhall beare the Sword before the King. © 
' Pen, Andwith this ſword Pewbrooke will fight for you. - 
Eaw. But wherefore walkes yoog Mortimer alide? 
— -_ Berhoucommander of our royall flcete, 
- Or ifthat lofty office like thee nor, 
_______ Imakethechere Lord Marſhall ofthe realme. 
 AMer.ia, My Lordile Marthall all your enemies, 
arongne ſhall be LIGEAL you ſafe, = SS 


= 


- of Edward he econd. 
Edw. Andas for you Lord Mortimer of Chirke, 
Whoſe great atchiuements in our forraigne warre 
Deſerues no common place nor meanereward: 
Be youthe Generall of the leuied troopes, 
That now are ready to allailethe Scots. 
vr ,ſe.Jathis your Grace hath highly honoured me. 
For with my nature warredoth beſt agree,  _ 
24u, Now the King of England rich and ſtrong, 


- Having the loue of his renowned Peeres, | 
Eaw, | 1{abell, nere was my beart ſolighe, 3. : 
Clarke ofthe Crowne,dire& our warrant forth,  - 
For Gancfion to Ireland; Beamont flye * 
As faſt as Ir, or lones Mercury, — 
Bean. It ſhall be done my gracious Lord. 
Eaw. Lord Mortimer we leaue you to your charge: 
Now letvs in and fealt it royally: oy 
Againſt our friend the Zarleof Cornewall comes, 
Weele haue a generall Tilt and Turnament, 
And then his marriage ſhall he ſolemniz'd, 
For wrote you notthat I have made him ſure 
Vato our Colin, the Earle of Gloiters heire, 
Lm, Such newes we heare my Lord. 
Eadw, That day,ifnot for himzyet for my lake, 
Who in triumph will be challenger? 
Sparefor no coſt,we will requite yourToue. 
_ War, Ta this,or ought your highnes ſhall command vs. 
' Edw, Thankes gentle Warwicke,come lets inand revel], 
Aanest Mortimers, — © Exeun, 


n 


- Mor, ſe. Nephew,l mult to Scotland,thou ſtayelt here. 
Leaue now to oppoſe thy ſelfe againſt the King, - b 
Thou ſeeſt by nature he is mild and calme, - 2» 
And ſecing his mind ſo dotes on Gaveftoy, | 
- Lethim without controlement haue his will. 
_ FThemightieſt Kings haue had-their Minions, 
Great Alexander loued Epheſtion, 
The conquering Hefor did for Hilas weepe, 
And for Patroclus (terne Achilles droopt;. | 
And not Kings only,but the wiſeſt men. 


Cr reethe Trigely rt 
TheRomane Tilly loued Octanins, 
Graue Socrates, wild Alcibiadet: 


Thenlet his grace whoſe youth is flexible, 
And promiſeth as much as we can wiſh, 
Freely enioy that vaine lighe-headed Earle, 
\ For riper yeercs will weanehim from ſuch toyes. 
Mor, in, Vncle his wanton humor grieues not me, 
But this I ſcorne;that one ſo baſely borne 
Should by his Soueraignes fauour grow (o pert, 
And riot itwiththe treaſure of the Realme, 
While Souldiers mutiny for want of pay. 
_ Heweares a Lords reuenew on his backe, 
__ And Mia likebeiets it in the Court, 
With baſe outlandiſh Cullions at his heeles, 
V Vhoſe proud fantaſtike Liucrics makes ſuch ſhe, 
As if that Proteus God of ſhapes appear'd. 
Thauenot ſcene a dapper Tack ſo briske, 
 Heweares a ſhort Italian hooded Cloake, 
Larded with Pearle, and in his tuſcan cap 
_ Alewell of morevaluethenthe Crowne, 
V'Vhiles others walke below,the King and he, 
From out a window Jaugh at ſuch as we, 
And flout our traine,and ieft at our Attire: 
Vacle tis this that makes meimpatient. 
Ator, ſe. But Nephew,now you ſee the King is chang d. 
EVor, ts, Then ſo am I,and live todohim ſeruice, 
But whiles I have a ſword,a hand,a heart, _ «< 
I will not yeeld to any ſuch vpſtare. 
You know my minde,come Vnclelets away, . . exennr, 
U _ Enter Spencer aud Baldncke. (dead 
Bald.Spencer,ſeeing that our Lord thearleof Gloſters 
Which of the Nobles doſt thou meane to ſerue? 
__ Spen, Not Adortimer nor any of his lide, . 
Becauſe the Kingand heareenemies, _ 
Balducke : learnethis of me,a fa&ious Lord 
Shall hardly doe himſelfe good, much leilevs, 
— Buthethat hath the fauour ofa King, 
May wuhone word aduancevs while we liues 


The. 


\-_  TheliberallE 
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arle of Cornewallis the man, 

On whoſe good fortune Spencerc hope depends. 
Hala, What,meane you then to behie Slloweed 

Spen, Noghis Companion,for he loues mewell, 

And would haue oncepreferd me to theKing, 
Bald, Butheis baniſht,theres ſmall hope of him, 

 Spen, Ifora while, but Ba/dncke marketheend, 

| Afﬀriendof minetold mein ſecrecy, Ro 

Fhathees repeal'd, and ſent for backe againe, 

And euen now,aPoaſtcamefrom the Court; 

With Letterstoour ay fromtheKing, 

And as ſhe read ſhe ſmild, which makes methiake, 

Tris about her Louer Gawe/ton, I 

Bald, Tislike enough,for ſince he was exilde, 

She neither walkes abroad,nor comes in light:  \ 

But I had thoughtthe match had beene broke off, 

And that his baniſhmenthadchang'd her minde. 
pen, Our Ladies firlt loueis notwauering, 

My life for thineſhe willhaue Gaveſtoy, 
Bala. Then hope I by her meanes to beprefer'd, 


— Havingread vnto herlince ſhe wasa child, 


Spen, Then Belaucke you multcalt theScholler off, 
And learne to court itlike a Gentleman, | 2 
Tis not a blacke Coat andalittle Band, 
A vVcluetcapd Cloakefac'd before with Serge, 

And ſmelling toaNoſegay alltheday, 
Or holding ofa Napkin in your hand, 

Or ſaying along Grace at a Tables end, 
| Or makinglow legs toa noblomany: 
Or looking downeward, witb yditeye-lids cloſe, 
 Andfaying, trucly ant may pleaſe your honour, 
Can get you any fauour with great men, 
You mult beproud,bold,pleaſanc,reſolute, 
_ _Andnow andthenftab, as occalionſerues, _ 
| * Bald. Spencer thou know'(t1 hate ſuch toyes, 
And vie them but as mecreHypocrille, __- 
_ Mineold Lord whiles hejiu'd wasſopreciſe, 
That hewould cake £4 at my Buttons, 


- And being like pins heads, blame me forthe bigneſſe, 
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Which made me Curate-like in mine attire, 
Though inwardly licentious enough, 


And apt for any kind of villany. 


Iam none of theſecommonPedantsT, 


| That cannot ſpeake without proprerea quod, 


' Spen, But one of thoſe that ſaith quando quidem, - 


Andhatha ſpeciall gift to formea verbe. 


' Bald, Leaueoff this ieſting,here my Lady comes. 
 Emerthe Lady, ” 
Lady. T hegriefefor his exile was not ſo much, 
As 1s the ioy of his returning home, 
This Letter came from my ſweete Ganeſton, 
What need(t thou louethus to excuſe thy ſelfe? 
I know thou could(i not come and viſitme, 
I will not long befrom thee thoughI dyes 
This argues the entireloue of my Lord, dM 
W henl forſake thee,death ſeazeon my heart, 
But ſtay thee here where Ganefton ſhall ſleepe. 
Now tothe Letter ofmy Lord theKing, 
He wills me to repairevntothe Court, 
And meetemy Ganeftos : why do | tay, 
Secing thar he talkes thus of my marriage day? 


— Whole there, Balducke? © 


Scerhat my Coach be ready,l muſt hence. 
Bald, It ſhall bedone Madam. Ext, 


Lad. And meete meat the Parke pale preſently: 


| Spencer,(tay you and beareme company, 
| For Lhauciovfull newesrateH.theeot, 


My Lord of Cornewalttivacomming ouer, 
And will be atthe Courtas ſooneas we, 
Fpe. T knewthe King would hauc him home again: 
Ladj. Ifall things ſort out,as I hope they will, 


Thy ſervice Spencer ſhall be thought vpon. 


_ Sper. I humbly thanke your Ladiſhip. hy 
| Lad, Comeleade the way, Tlong till lam there. . 

- Enter Edward the Dncene, Lancaſter , Mortimer War 
| ' wicke, Pembrooke, Kent, attondanise PRES 


of Edward the ſecond, 
Edw, Thewinde is good, I wonder wh 
[ feare me heis wracke vpon the Sea. 
2», Looke Lancaſter how paſſionateheigs, 
And (till his mindrunnes on his Minion, 
Lan. My Lord, res 
Edw. How now, what newes? is Gaveſtoy arriu'd? 
Afor.zu.Nothing but Gawefton,yhat means your Grace? 
XY ou haue matters of more waight tothinkeypon, - 
The King of France ſers footein Normandy. 
Eaw, A triflle,weele expell him when we pleaſe: 
Burrell me Horiimer, whats thy device, SAL 
. Againſtthe ſtately triumph we decreed?  (linge 
__ Ator,im, A homely one my Lord, not worth the tel- 
Eaw. Prey thee let. me know it. ” 
Afor. in, But ſeeing you areſodelirous,thus it is : 
A lofty Cedar tree faire flouriſhing, FEE ES 
On whoſe top-branches kingly Eagles pearch, 


And by the barkea canker creepes me vp, 

_ Andgetsvntothe higheſt bough ofall, 
The Motto: e£que randem. 

 Edw. And what is yours my Lord of Laxcaſtert 
Lan, My Lord, mines moreobſcureghen Uortimers, 
Plinze reports, there is a flying Fiſh, : 
W hich all the other Fiſhes deadly hate, 
And therefore being purſu'dic takes theaire: 
No ſooner is it vp,but ther's a Fovle _ 
— Thatſeiz*thic,this Fiſhmy Lord I beare, 

.'The Morto this : Yadiquemors eff, 
Edw. Proud Mortimer, vagentle Lancaſter? 
| Is this che loue you beare your Soueraigne? 
Is this the Fruic your reconcilement beares? 
Can you in words make ſhew of amity, 5 
 Andin your ſheild: difplay your rancorous minds? 
Whar call you this but priuatelibelling, © + 
Againſt the Earle of Cornewall and my brother? 
Qs, Sweete hasband be content, they all loue yo. 
Edw, They loue me not that hate my Ganefton, 
' Tam that Cedar,ſhake mc notroo much, - 
noe — = And 


y beſlayes, 


_—_ 


The Tragedy 


And you the Eaples, ſoreyou nereſo.high; RE 

 Thavethie Greſſes thatwill pullyoudowne, ra, f 
' Ande£que tandem (hall that-canker cry, | | 
Vato the ;rowdet Peere of Brittany: 
Thoughthou compar'lt him toaflying Fiſh, 
And threatneſt death whether he riſeor fall, 
Fisnot the hugeſt moaſter of the ſea, = 

Nor foule(t Harpie that ſhall (wallow him: 
Ari, Itfin his abſence thus he fauors him, 
What will he doe when as be ſhall be preſents 

Lan. That hal weſee,looke wherehis Lord ſhip comes. 
Enter Ganeſton, (thy friend, 
Edw, My Ganeſton, welcome to Tinmonth, welcome to 
Thy ablnce made me droope and pine away, | 
For as the Louers of faire Danas, © I | 
When ſhe was lockt vpin a brazen Tower,. 
Delir'd her more,and waxt outragious, 
So did it farewith me: and now thy ſight 
Is ſweeter farre;then vwasthy parting hence, 
Bitter and irkeſome to my ſobbing heart. 

Ga. Sweet Lord &King,your ſpecch preventeth mine. A 

- Yerhaue Iwords lefeto expreiſe my ioy: 

The Shepheard nipt with bicing winters rage, 

Frolicksnot moreto ſee the painted Spring, . 
Then Ido to behold your Maieity.. 

= Bi Will none of you ſalute my Ganeſtor? 
_—_— Lan, Salute him?yes,welcome.Lord Chamberlaine. 
E -  OMor,in. Welcome is the good Earle of Cornewall, 
War, Welcome Lord Governour of thells. of Man, 
Pey, Welcome MaſterSecretary;;. 
Eam, Brother do you heare them? 
Edw. Still will theſc Earles and Barons vie me ethu? 
Ris Gaue,My LordIcannotbrooketheſeiniuries, 

Que. 6h me poore ſoule when theſe begin to jarre. 

v. Returneitto theirthroats,lle bethy warranc. 
Gaue, Baſe Leaden Farlesthat gloryi In your birth, 
 Goeclitat home and eate your Tenants Becte, 
_ And .come not here to ſrofe at Ganeftor, 


— _—— & ny —. Sos 


Whoſe — 


—_ ——— _— 


Whoſe mountingthoughts did neuercreepeſo low, 
As to beltow a lookeon ſuchas you. Ms 
_ Lane, YetTI diſdaine not todo this foryous © 

| Eaw, Treaſon,treaſon : wher's the traytor? (der him, 

_ Pen, Herehere king,conuay henceGaneffon?thei'l mure 
Gaze, Thelife of thee ſhall ſaluethisfoule diſgrace. * 
Atbor, in, Villainethy life valeſle I mille mineaime. 

.9ne, Ah furious Mortimer, what haſt thou done? 
or. is, No more then I would anfwere were he ſlaine, 
Edw, Yes morethen thou canſt anſwer though helive, | 
Deare ſhall you both abidethis riotous deed: TY Ow 
Out of my preſence,come not necrethe Court. 
Mor. un, Tle natbe bard the Court for Gaze/or. 
Lan, Weele hale him by the eares vnto the blocke. 
Edw.Looke to your owne heads, his is ſure enough. 
Far Lookto your own Crowne;if you back him thus, 
Edm. Warwicke, thele words doill beſeeme thy yeeres, 
 Edw,Nay allofthem conſpire to crofſe me thus, 

' But if I live, ile tread ypon theirheads, - 

T hat thinke with high lookes thus to tread me downe, 

Come Edmond lets away andleuy men, 
Tis warre that muſt abate theſe Barons pride. 

Exit the Kimg. 

War, Letstoour Caltles, for the King,is mou'd, 
Mor. iu, Moou'd may he be,and periſh in his wrath. 
Lan, Cofin it is no dealing with himmnow,  - 
_ - Hemeanes to make vs ([loope by force of armes,. 

* And therefore let ve inyntly heere proteft,. 

Toproſccute that Gawefton tothe death, Y eg 
AMor.in, By heauca theabieR Villaine ſhall notliue. 
War. le baue-his bloud,or dyc in ſeekingit. 
| __ Pen. Thelike oath Penbrooke takes, 
| - Lan, Andſodoth Lancafler 
| _ Nowſendour Heraldstodeficthe King, co 
And makethe people ſeareroputhira down. —& . 
BEETLES OOTY oO OO SPSRILNES Es 
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(The Tragedy © 
Lay, Why how now Colin, how fares all our friends? 
Afor.ia, My Vnclestaken priſoner by the Scots. 
La,Wecelehaue him ranſom'd man, be of good cheere. 
Mor.in,They rate hisranſomeat Gue thouſand pound, 
© Wo ſhoulddetray the money but the King, 
Seeing he is taken Priſoner in his warres? 
Ile rothe King. 
Lan, Doe Colin,and Ilebearethee company, 
war, Meane time my Lordof Pembroke and "7 (elfe, 
Willco New-caſtle heere, and gather head, 
Mor. in. Aboutitthen,and we will follow you. 
Lan, Be reſolute and full of ſecrecy. 
Far, I warrantyou. + 
_ _ Morin, Colin,and ifhewillnotranſome him, 
Jle thunder ſuch a peale intohis eares, 
As neuer ſ\ubie& did vnto his Kiog. 
| Lan, Contentiile beare my part, holla whoſe there? 
Afor, in, | marry,ſuch a Guard as this doth well. 
Lan, Lead on the way. 
Guard, Whither will your Lord ſhips? 
AZor.iu. Whither cle but tothe Kiog, 
Guard, His Highnelle is diſpos'd to bealone. 
Lan, Why,ſo he may,but we will ſpeake to him. 
| Guard. You may not in my Lord. 
 Alor,uw, May wenot? 
. -.._Edw, How x fog noiſe is this? 
. Whohavewe there,iſt you? 
+ Aor.im, Nay,llay my [ ord,lcometo beig you newer, 
Mine Vncles hs Priſoner by the Scots. 
Edw, Then ranſome him.- , 
Lan, Twas in your warres,you ſhould ranſome bim. 
Cor. in, And you ſhall ranſorne him, orelſe, | 
Edw, What Aortimer;you will not threaten him? 
Eaw, Quiet your ſelfe, you ſhall haverhe broad ſeale; 
To gather for him throughout the Realme. 
Zan, Your Minion Gazefer hath taught you this. 
AMer.in, My Lord, the Family of the Adortimers 
Arenot lo poore,but! would they "el their Land, 
= | Twould 


” 


_ -- Ballads andrimes made of thy overthrow. 


6 LAs TTY anger . hp" by 
. Of Edwarathe /erona.” 


 Twould levie men enoughto anger you, 

 Weneuer beg bur-vſe ſuch prayers as theſe, - 
Edp. Shall ſtill be haunted thus? - 
Mor Nay,now you areherealone, ileſpeak my ming, + 
Lan, Andſowill I,and then my Lord farewel]. 
_ A&r,Theidle Triumphs, Maskes,laſciuious ſhewes, - 
And prodigall gifts beſtowed onGaveftoy, = 
- Hauedrawne thy treaſury dry,and made thee weake, 

* The murmuring Commons ouer-ſtretched hath, 

Lan, Looke for Rebellion;looketo be depos'd; 

Thy Garriſons are beaten our of France, | 
And lame and poore,[yegroning at the Gates, 
The wild Ozey/e,with lwarmes of IriſhKernes, 
Liues vacontrol'd within the Engliſh pale, 
Vato the walls of Yorke the Scots maderode, 

And ynrefiſted draue away rich ſpoyles. 
 DAfor.iu. The hauty Dane commands the narrow Seas, 
Whilein the Harborridethy Ships vnrig' d. 

Lan, What forraine Prince ſends thee Embaſſadors* 
Mor. ia, Who loues thee? but a ſort of flatterers, - 
Lav, Thy gentle Queene,ſolelilterto UValoys, 
Complaines, that thou haſt left her allforlorne. 
 Moer,in, Thy Courtis naked, being bereft of thoſe, 

T hat makes a King ſeeme glorionstotheworld,' 
1meanethe Peeres,whom thou ſhouldſt dearelyiloye: 
Libels are caſt againſt theein the ſtreete, ' © 


> 


Lan.The Northren barderers ſeeing their houſt = OT | 
Their wiues and Childrea ſlaine,runne vp and downelW 
Curling thename of thee and Ganeflos, | 


Ll 


Mer, When wertthou in the field wich banners ſpread? | 


1% 


But once, and then thy Souldiers marcht like Players, 
With gariſh robes, not armour;and thy ſelfe 
Bedaub'd with Gold, rodelaughing at therefl, .. 
Nodding and ſhaking ofthyſpangled creft, 
Where womens fauours bung like labels downe. 

Lan. And nn ereforecame1r,that the fleering Scots, 
To Englands high diſgrace,bauemade this ligge, 
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N s Tragedy 
Maids of England,fore may you rwourne, - 
For your Lemons you haue loſt, ae Bannocks borne; 
With a heaue and a ho, - _ 


- What weaneth the King of England, 


Soſogoneto hauewonne Scotla 
With arombelow. wh 79 OY, LE 

' Ater.Wiqmore ſhall fixeto ſet my Vacle free. (more; 
Las, And whentis gone; our ſwords ſhall purchaſe 
If you be. mou'd reucngeitif youcan, _. (Nobles, 


nd, 


| Lookenext to ſeevs with our Enſignes fpread. Excunt 


Edw, My ſwelling heart with very apger breakes, 
How oft hauec | beene baiced by theſePeeres? 
Anddarenot bercucng d,farthcirpoweris great: 


Yet, ſhallthe crowing of theſe Cockerels, 


_ Aﬀeight a Lyon?Edwerdwnfold thy pawes 


Andlet their lives bloud lake thy furies hunger: 


Now let them thanke themſelues, and ruetoolJate. 
Kent, My Lord, I ſee your loue to Ganeſtor 


_ Will be theruine ofthe realme and you, 


For now the wrathfull Nobles threatca warres, 
And therefore Brother baniſh him for cuer. 
Eaw, Artthou an enemy to my Ganeſtonp 
Kent, I,anditgrieuesmethat I fauoured him. 
Edw. Traitor be gone,whinethou with Afortimer. 555 
Kent, So will I;ratherthen with Gaveſtos, : 
 Eaw. Out of my ſight and trouble me no more. - 


| 1:Ke,No maruell though chan cornethy noblePeeres, 


When] thy Brother am rejeRed thus. 


Ext, 


_ © Edw. Away poore Ganeſton,that haſt nofriend but me, 


Do what they can, weele live in 7inmoth heere, 
And fo Iwalke with him about the walls, * 
What care I though the Earles begirt vs round? 
Heere comies ſhe thats cauſe of all theſe iarres. 
Enter the ®meene,three Ladies, Baldicke, 
mmm and Spencer, _ St 
= My Lordtis thought the Earlesarevpin armes, 
Eay, land tislikewiſe thought you faupur him. 


/ \ 


Ys OE | | | ' 


of Edwatd the ſeoond. 


94, Thus doyou (till uſpe& me without cauſe, 
La. Sweete Vncle ſpeake more kindly to the Ges, 
Gas, My Lord,diſſemble with her,ſpeake her faire; 

Edw, Pardon me ſweete, I forgot my ſelfe. . 
_ 2%. Yourpardon is quickly got of Iſabel, 

Eaw, The yonger ortimer is growne ſo brave, 
Thatto my face e threatens civill warres. 

Gas, Why do you not commithim to the Tower? 

_ Eaw.1darenot,for thepeople lone him well. 
Gaze, Why then weele have him privily made away, 
Edw, Would Lancaſter and he had both cartouſt 

A bowle of poyſon to each others health: 
Butlet them goe,andtell me what arethele, 
La, Two of my fathers ſeruants whilſt he liv'd, 


— Mai tplezſe your Graceto entertainethem now. 


 VntotheEarle of Gloſter late oak. 


_Eaw. Tellme,where waſt thou borne? 
Whati is thine armes? 

Bald, Mynameis Balaxcke, and my Genery 
 Ifetch FD Oxtford,notfrom Heraldry. 

 Edw. The fitter art thou Baldack for my eurne, 
Waite on me,and Ile ſeethou ſhalt not wanr. 

Bald. humbly thanke your Maieſly. 
 Eaw, Knovell thou him Gaveſton? 

Gan, I my Lord,bis nameis Spescer,he is well allied, 
For my fake [erhim waite vpon your Grace, 
| Searceſhall you find a man of moredeſert. 

_Edw, Then Spencer waite vpon mefor his ſake, 
Ile grace thee with a higher tile erc long. 

Spey, No greater titleshappen vnto me, 

Then to be fauoured of your Maielty. 

Edw. Colin;this day, ſhall "err marriage feall, 
| And Gaxzeflonthinke that | Ioue thee well, 

Towed theetd our Neece, the only Heire 


Gane, I know my Lord, many will ſtomacke me, 
But Ireſpe& neither theirloue nor hate. | 
_ Edw. The head-ſtrong Barons ſhall not limic me, 


He tbat I ft to favour (| ſhall be reat: | 
i _ , Come 
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Comelets away, and when the marriage ends, 


Have at the Rebels,and their complices, Exeunt ones 

Enter Lancaſter, Mortimer, WWarwicke,Penbrooke, Kent, 
Kent, My Lords, ofloue tothis our native Land, 

I cometo ioyne with you andleaue the King, 

Ard in your quarrelland the Realmes behoofe, 

VV1ll be the fir(t that ſhall aduenturelife. 
Lan, 1 fecare me you are ſent of pollicy, 

To vndermine vs with a fhew of loue. 

War, Heis your Brother,therefore haue ve caulc: 


F, 


| Tocaſt the worlt,and doubtof your renolt, 


Edm, Mine honour ſhould be hoſtage of my truth. 


Tf rhat will not ſuffice farewell my Lords. 


Mor. in. Stay Edmond, never was Plantagenet 


Falſe of his word, and therefore truſt we thee, 


Pen, But whats the reaſon 5ou ſhould leaue him no:x ? 

Kent, I haveenform'd the Earle of Lancaſter. 

Lay, Andit ſuffticeth ; nowmy Lords know this, 
That Gazeſton is fecretlyarriu'd, _ 


And herein Tiwmeth frolickes with the King, * 


Let vs with theſe our followers ſcalethewalles, 
And ſodainely ſurprize them vnawares, 
Afr, in, Jle give the onſet. 

War, Andile follow thee. _ 

Ator, iv, This tottered Enligne of my Anceſtors, 
Which (wept the deſartſhore of that dead ſea, 
W hereof we got thenameof Mortimer, 

VVill I aduance vponthis Caſtlewalls,* 


- Drums (trikealarum, raiſe them from their ſport, 


And ring loud the knell of Gaveffon, | 
Zan. None be ſo hardy as totouch the Kipg, 
But neither ſpare you Gazeſton nor his friends, Frear:. 
Enter the K ing and Spencer to them Gaueſton &+c, 
Edw. O tell me Spencer where is Ganeſton? _ 


=. Spen I feare me heis laine my gracious Lord, 


Edw, No, here he comes,now let them ſpoyle and kill: 


Flie,flie my. Lords, the Earles hauegotthe hold, 


Take ſhipping and away to Scarborough,, 


[4 
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of Edward the ſecond. 
Spencer and 1 will poſt away by Land, 
Gane. O [tay my Lord,they will not iniureyou. 
Eaw, 1 will not truſt them, Ganeſton away, 
Gaae. Farewell my Lord. OE 
Eaw, Lady,farewell, 
Lady, Farewell ſweete Vacletill we meeteagaine, 
Edw, Farewell ſweete Ganeſton,and farewell Neece, 
Due. No farewellto poore {/abellthy Queene? 
Eaw. Yes yes,for Mortimer your Lovers fake. 
Exeunt omnes, manet Iſabells, 
Que. Heavens can witneſſeIlouenonebut you, 


; 
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_ From my imbracements thus he breakes away, - 


O that mine armes could cloſe this Ile about, 
That I might pull him to me whereI would, 


Oc thatthele tearesthat dritſell from mine eyes, 


Had power to mollific his ſtony heart, 
That when Ibad him we might neuer part, Sns 
Enter the Barons alarums. = 
| Lan, I wonder how heſcapt, 
Ator, in, Whoſethis,theQueene? 
Due. T Mortimer, the miſerableQueene, 
Whoſepining heart her inward (ighs haue blaſted, 


And body with continuall mourning waſted . 


Theſe hands aretir'd, with hailing of my Lord 
From Ganeſton, from wicked Ganeftor, 


' * Andallin vaine, for when I ſpeake him faire, 
 Heturnes away and ſmiles vpon his Minion. - 


E Y 


or, in, Cealeto lament, and tell vs wher's the king? 
9a, What would youwith the King?iſt him you ſeeke? 
Lan, No Madame, but that curſed Ganeſton, 


' Farrebeitfromthethought of Lancaſter, 


To offer violenceto his Soueraigne, I 
We would but rid the Realme of Gaueffor, 
Tell vs where heremaines,and he ſhall dye, 
2x. Heesgoneby water vnto Scarborough, 

Purſue him quickly, and he cannot ſcape, 
The King hath left him,and his traineis ſmall. 
War. Forellow no time,ſweete Lancaſterletsmarch. 
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Mor, How comes it that the King and he is parteq? 
Dn, That this your army going ſeuerall wayes, 
Might be of lefler force, and withthe power 

T hat he intendeth preſently to raife, 

Be eaſily ſuppreſt: therefore be gune. 

tor, Heere in the River rides a Flemmilh Hoy, 
Lets all aboord, andfollow him amaine. 

Lan, The windthat beares him hence.will 611 our fails, 
Come, come aboord, tis but an hotfes fa Gs | 
| Ator, Madame (tay you within this Cafe here. > 

. 9u, No Moriimer, [le to my Lord the King. _ 

Mor. Nay,rather ſailewith vsto Scarborough, 

 9«, You know the King is ſoſuſpicious, 

As if he hearc, I haue but talk t with you, 
Mine Honour will be cal'd in queſtion,  - 
And therefore gentle 7ortimer be gone, 

| Mor, Madam, I cannot tay to anſwer you, 

But thinke of Mortimer as he deſernes. td 

fn. So well halt thou deſeru'd {weere Mortimer, 90M 
As 1{abel could live with thee for ever, 
 Invainellookefor loueat Edward: hand, 

Whoſeeyes are fixt on none but Gareſion: 
Yet once more lle importhne him with prayer; 
if  , Ifhebellrange and not regard my words, 
My fonneand I will ouer into France, 
 Andtothe King my Brother there complaine, 
How Gazeſton hath rob'd me of his loue: 
But yetI hope my ſorrowes will have end, 
| And Gauefton this bletled day bellaine, Excnnt, 
OO» Emter Ganeiton,purſued. 
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kl Gaze. Yetluſty Lords I haueeſcap'd your hands, ns 

A Your threats,your Larams,and your hot purſuits,  * | 
i And though diuorced from King Edwaras eyes, . ——þ 
's Yet liueth Perce of Gavefton vnaſurpriz'd, 

' Breathing, in hope (-algrado all your beards, 


That muſter Rebels thus againſt your King) 
; Toſec bisroyall Soueraigneonceagaine, 
= * Emeer the Nobles, 
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of Edward the ſecond. 
War, Vpon him Souldiers, take away his weapons, 
- Afor,in, Thouproud diſturber of thy countries HEACE, 
Corrupter of thy King, cauſe of theſe broiles, 
Baſe flatterer, yeeld, and were jggot for ſhame, 
Shame and diſhonour to a SgfMers name, 
 Vpon my weapons point hee ſhouldlt thou fall, 
 Andwelter inthy gore. _ 
| Lan, Monſter of meaFha at likethe Greekiſh ſtumps per 
T rain'd to armeFind bloudy warres 
So many valiant Rnights, 
Looke for no other fortune wretch then death, 
King Edward isnot hereto buckler thee. © 
Yar, Lancailer, why talkit cthouco theſlaue? 
_ . GoSouldierstake him hence, 1,5. 
| For by my ſword his head ſhall off: 

Gazeſton, ſhort warbin ſhall ſerue my turne: 
Itis our Countries cauſe, 
That keere ſeuerely wewill execute 
Vpon thy perſon: hang him at a TR" 

Gan. My Lord, © 

war. Souldiers have him away: 
But for thou wert thefauorite of a King, 
"Thou halt haue ſomuchhonour at our hands. 
Gaze, I thankeyouall my'Lords:then I perceive, 


That heading ts one,and banging i is the oeners 


And deathisall. 
Enter E arle of Arundel, © 


Laxc. How now my Lord of Arwndells + 
Arun, My T.ords, King Ervardgreetes you all by me. 
Ib ar. KH: ſay your melilape. (fan; 
eAran, His Maieſty hearing that you had taken Gane-' 
Intreateth you by me,yetbut hemay 
Sec him before he dyes, for why, he ſayes 
And ſends you _ heknowesthae 6 © he fall, 
Andifyougratifie his Grace ſo farre, 
Hewill bd mindtullofthe curteſie. 
War. How now? ' | 
Gane, Renowned Edvard, how ty name - 
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_ Wevillnot wrong thee ſo, 


 Togratifie the Kings requelt therein, _ 
Touching the ſending of this Gaweſfen, 
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The Tragedy 


Reuiues poore Caveſtor, 
War, No itneedethnot, 


6 , 
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Arunacll;we _— the King 


In other matters,he mulpardon vs in this, 
Souldiers away with hirtff'\y | 

 Gaue, Why my Lordof Warwick 
Will not theſe delayes beget my h 


opes? 


'Tknowit Lords, it is this life youaimeat, 


Yet grantKing Fdward this,. 
Mor. iu, Shalt thou appoint what 

Souldiers away with him: 

Thus weele gratifiethe King, 


wha grant? 


| Weeleſend his.head by theeylethim beſtow 
© Histeares on thatfor that is all he gets, 


Of Gareſtor, or elſe his ſenſelefſetrunke, 
Lan, Not ſomy.Lord, leſt he beſtow more coſt 
In burying him,then he hath euer earned, = 
eArun. My Lordsit is his Maieſtiesrequeſt, 
Andin thehonour of a King hefweares, 
He will buetalke with him and ſend him backe, 


- . War, Whencan you tell? Arande!! no,we wot 


Hethat hath che care of Realme-remits, 
And driues his Nobles totheſeextgenrs 
For Ganeftengwillif he ſeize him once, 
Violateany promiſero poileſſe him, 
Aran, Thenif you will nottruſt his Grace 1n keepe, 


k 


_ My LordsIwillbepledgefor his returne. 


_ Mor. in, Itis honourable in theeto offer this, 
But for we know thou art a noble Gentleman, - .- 


Tomakeaway atrue manfora theefe. 
Gaue, How meaneſt thou AZortimer? that is ouer baſe. 
Mor, Away baſe Groome, robber of Kings renowne, 

Queſtion'withetby companions and mates. DR 
Pen. My Lord UMortaner,and you my Lords each one, 


Becauſe his Maieſty (o carneſtly © Es 
EET Delires * 
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Deſires to ſeethe man before his death, 
Twill vpon my honour vndertake 

To carry him and bring him backe againe, 
Provided this,that you my Lord of Arandel! 
Will toyne withme, _ 

Par, Penbrooke, what wilt thou doe? 
Caule yet more bloud-ſhed:is itnot enough, 
T hat we have taken him, but muſt we now Gs, 
Leaue him on had-I-wilt,and let him go? 

Pen, My Lords,I wilt not over-waoe your Honours, - 

Bur if you | ard truſt Penbrooke with the Priſoner, 
Vpon mine Oath I will returne him backe. = 
"F efrun. My Lord of Lancaſter,w hat ſay youin chis?. 

Lan, Why y I ſay let him goeon ar a: word. 

Pea, Andyou Lord Mortimer, Ly 

Mor, How fayyou my Lord of Warwick? 

War, Nay, doe your pleaſures, > 


| r_ how t'will prooue 1m: 
. Then give him me, PROTEST, 
Ge Sweete Soueraigne, yet [come £ 
To feetheeere I dye. 7. Sd 
' War. Yetnot perhaps, Oe hy 8 


If Warwicks wit and policy preuaile, - 
Mor, in. My Lord of Penbrooke,we delier him'you: 
Returne him on your Honourſound away, Excur, 
Manent Penbrooke, Matrents,Ganeſton,ana Pen> a 
' brookes men, foure Soulaters, 
Pen, My Lord,you ſhall goe' with me, 
My houſe is not farre hence,out of theway- 
A (Aarvy our mer ſhall goe along) 
We that have pretty wenches to our Wiues, | 
Sir, muſt not come ſoneereto balketheir lips. 
Mat. Tis very kindly ſpoke my Lordof Panbrontes 
Your honour hath an Adamant of power, . 
To drawa Prince. 
Pen. So my Lord,ceme hither James, - 
I do commit "hi Gaueſlin to thee, 
Be thou this night his TROP the morning 
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We will idiſcherge thay of 6 y Thad, be gone. 
Gare, Vahappy Gaueftonywhicher goeſt thou now? 


_—— Exit cum ſerus Pen, 

a. Hoſe boy, M y Lord weele quickly be at Cobham, 

=  Exennt ambo, 
Enter Ganefton mourning,and the Earle of 


[1 : Pembrookes men, 
| | Gan. O trecherous Warwick thus towrong thy friend, 
lam, | ſeeit is your lifetheſe armes purſue. : 
Gan. Weaponlelle muſt I fall anddyein _; 
O mult this day be period of my life! 
Centerof my blilſe,and ye be men, 
Speed co the Kiog. ; 
Enter Warwicke ad bis company. 
War. My Lord of Penbrookesmen, 
Striue you no longer, I will haue that Gazeſtoy, 
Iames.Your Lordſhip doth diſhonour to your ſelfe, 
Wl And wrong our Lord, your honourable friend. 
| War. No Iamer,itis my countries cauſe I follow, 
Goeztake the Villaine, Souldiers come away, 
by  Weelemake quicke worke,commend me to your maſter 
fl © My friend,and tell him thatI watchtit well, 
| Cond et thy ſhadow parly with King Edward. 
Gaze. Trecherous Earle,ſhall nor I ſeethe King? 
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"| ar. The King of Heauen perhaps,no other King, 

=- mm TE Re 

f, Exenunt Warwicks and his menzwith Ganeſton, 

=_ HManent lawes cumcaterts. 

| - Come fellowes, it boorethnot for vs to ſtrive,” = 
i Wewill in baſt goecertific our Lord, 
i) Enter King Eaward and Spencer, with 

il ES _ Drams and Fifes. 

rl Ed. I long to heare an anſwerefrom the Barons, 
+. Touching my friend,my deereſt Gavefton, - ——_ 

" Ah Spexcer, not the riches of my Realme - 
i __ _ Canranſomehimaabbeismark'ttodie, 
n =” I know the malice of the yonger Afortinur, 


Ml _ data [ knowl is rough, and Song 
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' Inexorable,andI ſhall never ſee 

My Jouely Pierce of Ganeſton againe, 

- The Barous ouer-beareme with their pride. -- . - 
| Spencer, Werel King Edward,Englands Soueraipne, 

Sonne to thelouely Zlenor of Spaine, -.  «- 

Great Edward Long. foankes | flue «would | beare . } 

Theſe braues,this rage,and ſuffer yncontrold 

Theſe Barons thus ro beard meinmy Land, , © 

Jn mineowne Realme?my Lord pardon myſpeech; 

Did you retaine your fathers magnanimity, ” 

Did you regard thehonour of your name, . 

You would not ſuffer thus your Maieſty 
Becounter.buft of your Nobility. Y 

Strike off their heads; and letthem preach on poles, 

No doubt ſuch lefſonsthey will ceach the reſt, | 

As by theirpreachmenes they will profit much, 

Andlearne obedience otheir lawful King. 

Edw, Yea gentle Spencer, we haue beene coo mild, 
Too kind tothem,butnow.hauedrawne our ſword, 
 Andifthey ſend me not my Ganeſton, 

Weele ſteele icon their creſt,and powle their tops. .. 
.  Sald, Thishavghtreſolue becomes your Maielty, 

Nottobe tied to their affeRion,  xmigin;. \ 
As though your Highneſſe werea Schoole-boy (till, j - 
And multbeaw'd andgouer n:dlkea Child. , 1: 39H 

 Emter Hugh Spencer, an old man, father to the young . 

Spencer, with bus Tranchion and Souldiers, © 

Spen, pa. Long liue my Soueraigne the noble Eaward, 
Jn peace triumpbanr,tortunatein warre$e-. 2 

Edw. Welcome uwld man, com'(t thouwin Zaxyrds aid? 
Theatell the Prince of whence and wbatthouart. 

Spen,pa, Loe with a band of Bowmen and of Pikes, 
Browne Bils, and Targetires, foure hundred Ctrong, = 
Sworneto defend King Edwards royall right, *+ 
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Icome inperſon to your Maiely, - . 
Spencer, the Father of Hapb Spencer there, 

Boundto your Highnefle cuer-laſtingly, 
Far faueurdone _ vac ©: 
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Argues thynoblemind and diſpoſicidn: 


_ ButtOW G4 


Boy\fee youbeare you branely-tothe Kings. 
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Eadw, Thy Father Spencer? 

Spen Rims I rue,andit like your Grace, 
This owres.(inlies of all your goodnetle ſhewney 
His Methy Lord; ibefore your Princely feete. 
4Z4w. Welcome ten thouſandtimes,old man againe, 
Spencer,thisloue, this kindnelle tothy King, | 
Spencer, | here createthee Earle of Wilſhire, - 
And'dayl{y'will earich thee with-our fauour, - 
That as he ſun-ſliineſhall refleR ore thee: 
Belide,the more to manifelt our loue, . 


| Becauſewe heare Lord Bruſe doth ſell bis Land, NG 


And chat the ortimers arein 'hand withall, 


Thou ſhalt haue Crownes of vsto:Qurt-bid the Barons: 


And Spencer ſparethem notlay-it on. 
Souldiers a Largis,and thrice welcome ali. 

$pen. My Lord,heere comes the Queene. 

- Enterthe Docene and ber '$ onnes and 
© Lewne a Frenehmay.” 
Ew. Madam , whatnewes?: 
#, Newes of diſhonour Lord and diſcontent, | 

Our? bend Lewne,taithfultand full of truſt, * 


Informeth vs by Lettersand by words, 


| ThatiEbrd7/a/oy-0ur Brother, King of F rance, 
| Becauſe your Highnetleharh beene flacke in homage, 


Hatch ſeared Normandy'into his hands, S 


Theſe be theLetters,this the Metſenger. 


FE aw. Welcome Lewiagruſh Sib, it this be all, 
Unloys and | will foone betciends ds againe, ISS, 
eſtas: «(hall Fnenen ka = 3 77 
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Neuer behold thee now? Madamia this matter: | 
Wewill imploy-you and your littleſonne, 
Youſhalfgo parley with the King of France, 


And do your meſlage wichaMaieſty, . 
Prin, Commit not tomy youth;things of more aight 
Then fits a Prince ſo:young as I to beare. 


= And fearenot Lord and facher;heatens great beames 


On 


Fn x 


Then ſhall « utharge committed to my. _ ... 
©«.4\ h Biehiswnardnelle makes thy Mother feare 


Thonartnormarktto manydayes on Earth, 


Edw. Madam&we will chatyou with fp 
Andthis our ſonne, Lewne,ſhallfollow you, 
Witch all the haſte we can diſpatch him hence, : 
Chooſe of our Lords to beareyou company, +4. | 
And goe in peace, leaue vs in warres at hame, -- -- 

9. Vnnaturallwars,where ſubjects braye theirKing, 
Godend them once,my-LordTI cake my- Jeaue, fe 
To make my preparation for France. ” 

Emter Lord Matrents. 1] 
 Edw, What Lord Adatre, doſt thoucome alone? oth 
Mat. Yes my good Lord, for Ganeſton is dead. © '1.1\ 
Eayw. AhTraytors, haue they put my friend to deat, 
Tell me Matre,died he erethou cam'ſt, 

Ordid'(t thou ſee my friend to take his death? 

Mat Neither my Lord,for as he was ſurpriz'd, 
Begirt with wea pons,and with enemies round, 

1 did your Highneſſe meilageto them all, 
Demanding him of them,entreating rather, 
And aid, vponthe honour of my name, 
That I would vndertake to.carry him 

Vato your Highnetfe,and to di bimbacke; 
- Eaw, Andtell me,would the Rebels deny me tha” 
Spen, Proud Recreants. 

Edw, Yea Spencer traitors all. 

Matre, 1 found them at the firſt inexorable. 

The Earle of Farwicke would not bidethe hearing, 
Mortimer hardly, Penbrooke and Lancaſter 

Spake leaſt : and whenthey flatly had denyed, 

Refuſing to receiuemy pledge for him, 

The Earle of Pexbrooke mildly thus belpake: 

My Lords,becauſeour Soueraigne ſends for him, 
And promiſeth he ſhall be faferetura'd, - 
] will thisvndertake, to haue him hence, 
And ſechim redelivered eo 'F" hands. 


ww 


cedebe lip ; 


'_ AsIhave Manors,Caftles,Tones and Towers, 


Remembrance of revenge immoreally, 


= You Villaines that hive ſlaine my Ganeſtor, 


_ nw as 
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Edw, Well, and how fortunes thasy 
Spen, Sore treaſon, or ſome villanyWhgeavule, | 
Mat. The Earle of Warwicke ſeaz'd birvhthis way, 
For being delivered voto Perdrookes men ” $ if 
rlafe;” 


Their Lord rodehomegthinkitie his Miſone 


But ere he came Fatwwk#ta ambuſh lay, + 
And bare him to his death, and ina Trettcth 
Stroke off his head, and nmiaich'tvatorte Campe, 
Spen, A bloudy part, flatly 'gain(t law of armies, 
Edw;'O:ſhall I ſpeake,or ſhall 1 ſigh and dye ! 
 Spen. My Lardzreferre your vepgeance to the ford, 
Vpon theſe Barons,hattenvpyour men, | | 


Let them not varevengd-murtheryour friends, 
 Aduance your Seandard: Edward in the field, 


And march to firethem fromtheir ſtarting holes. 
= - Edward kneeles.and ſaith, 


By Earth;the common Mether of vs all, 


By Heauen and allthe moouing Orbes thereof, 


mY By this right hand,and by my Farhers (word, 
 Andallthe Honours longing tomy Crowne, 


I will haue Heads,and Lives for him as many, 


Trecherous Warwicke,traiterous I1ortmeer: 
If i be Englands King,in Lakes of gore 


 Yourheadldſe Trunkes, your bodies will [ raile, 


T hatyou may drinke your 61, indquaffein bloud, 
And ſlaine my royall Standard with the ſarne, 
That ſo my bloudy colours may ſuggeſt 


On your accurſedtraitetous Progenie: 


And in this place of Honour and of truſt, Rp LEE | 

Spencer,{weete Spexcer,1 adopt thee heere, | | 

And meerely ofour loue we docreate thee ane 

Earle ofGloſter, and Lord Chamberlaine, 

Deſpight of times,deſpight of enemies, 
 S$pen, My Lord, heer's a Mcilenger from the Barons; 

Deſires acceſle ynto your Maieſly. | 


 Edw, 


of Edward Ihe /ecopa. 
Eqaw, Admithim neere;?* bf 
Enter the Herald fromthe Barons, with 
by Coateof Armes, 
24:/,Long live King Edward, Englands lawfull Lord. 
Eaw. So wiſh notthey Iwis that ſent thee hither, 
Thoucom'ltfrom 4fortimer andhis complices, 
A ranker rout of Rebels neuer was: 
Well,fay thy Meſlage. 
ef, The Barons vp in armes,by me ſalute 
Your Highnefle, with long lifeand happinelſe, | 
And bid me ſay as plainer to your Grace, 
That if without effufion of bloud, 
You will of this haue caſe and remedy, . 
 Thatfrom your Princely Perſon youremoue 
This Ipencer,asa putrifying branch, 
That deads theroyall Vine whoſe golden Leaues 
— EmpaleyourPrincely head;your Diadem, - 
Whoſe brightnelſe ſuch pernitious Vpſtarts dim, 
Say they,and loumply aduile your Grace, _.. 
To cheriſh Vertue and Nobility, T - 
And haue old Servitors in high elteeme, 
And ſhake off ſmooth difſembling Flatrerers: 
This granted, they, their honours, and their lives, 
Areto your Highnefſe vow'd and confecrat, 
 Spen, A Traytors, will they Rill diſplay cheir pride? 
Edw. Awayytarry no anſwere but begone, 
Rebels, will they Sppvinttheir Soueraigne 
His ſports, his pleaſures,and his company ? 
Yet cre thou goe, ſec how I doc divorce Embrace 
Spencer from me: now gettheero thy Lords, Spexcer. 
_ Andcell them | will come to chaſtiſechem, | 
For murthering Gazeſton; hie thee, get theegone, 
Edvard with fire and ſword, followes at thy heeles, 
My Lord, perceive you how theſe Rebels (well: 
Souldiers, good hearts,defend your Soucraignes right, 
For now,euen now,we march to makethem ſtoope, 


Away. oO DE 5 Exenunt. 
Alarms, Excnr/ions,q great Fight,and a Retreat. 
-Þ.4 a NT---- 
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 Emerthe K mg, Spencer thefather,Spencer the ſonne, 
and the Noblemenof the Kings fide. 
Edw. Why doeweſound rerrcat? vponthem Lords, 
| This day I ſhallpowre vengeance with my ſword = 
On choleproud Rebels thataie vp in azumes, 
And do confront and countermavnd their King, | 
HS pen.ſon. ] doubr 1t not my Lord,righr will preuaile, 
pen. fa. Tis not amifle my Leige for either part, 
To breath a while, our men with (iweat and duſt 
 Allchockewell neare,begin to faint far heate, 

And thisretire refreſherh horſe and man, 
 FSpen, ſon, Heere comethe Rebels, 
 Emterthe Barons, Mortimer, Lancaſter, Warwicke, 

OX Penbrooke, cum Catert;, (terers, 
Mor .Looke Lancaſter,yonderis Eaward among his flat- 

Lan, And therelethim bee, till hepay decrely fortheir 

_ «Company. wm CE - 

Far. And ſhall,or Farwicks ſword ſhall ſmite in vaine: 

Eaw, What Rebels,do you ſhrinke,and found retreat? 
Mor No Eadwarano, thy flatterers faintand fiye. 

Lan, Th'ad beſt betimes forſaketheeand their trains, 
| For theile betray theeztraytors as they are. . 
Spen. ſon, T raytor on thy face , rebellious Lancaſter, 
Pen, Away baſe Vpſtart,brau'lt thou Nobles thus? 
Sper, fa. A noble attempt and honourable deede,. 
Is it nottrow ye,to aſſemble aide, _ : 

And leviearmes againſt your lawfull King? 
'  Edw.Forwhicherelongtheir heads ſhall ſatisfic, 

T appeaſe thewrath oftheir offended King, * 
Aer. Then Edward thou wilt bgbt it to the laſf, 
 Andrather bath thy fword in ſubieRs bloud 
Then baniſhthat pernirious company, *— = 

Fav. Itraitours all,rather then thus be brau'd, 
Make Englands civill Townes huge heapes of ſlones, 

Ang plowes togoeabout our Palace gates 
.. War, Adcſperateand vnnaturall reſolution, 
Alarum to the fight, Saiat George for England, 
Andthe Barons right, 
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Eaw.S. George for England, and King Edwards righe, 
Enter Eaward,with the Barons captines. - 
| - ___  Edw. Nowluſty Lords,now not by chance of warre” 
' Butiuſticeof the quarrell and the cauſe ah 
Vaild is your pride,methinkes you hang the heads, 
But weele aduancethem Traytos,now tis time 
To beaueng d on you for all your braues, - 
And forthe murther of my deereſt friend, % 
To whom right well you knew our ſoulewas kite, 
Good Peerce of Ganeſton my ſweete fauorit, 
Ah Rebels, Recreants, you made him away. 
Eadm, Brother, in regard of thee and of thy Land, 
Did they remoue tbat Flatterer from thy Throne. 
Eaw, Solir,you haue ſpoke,away, auoid our preſence, 
Accurſed wrerches,walt in regard of ys, 
When we had ſent our Metlengers to reqgeſt. 
He might beſpar'd to cometo ſpeake with ve, 
And Penbrooke vndertooke for his returne, 
That thou proud Farwicke watchtthe priſoner, * 
| Pbore Peirce,and headed him *gain(t law of armes, 
For whichthy headſhall overlookethe reſt, 
As-mychas thou inrageout went{tthereſt, 
War,Tyrant, | ſcornethy threats and menaces, 
Tis buttemporall chatthou canſt infli. 
Lay, Fhe worſt is death,and betrer dye to liue, 
Then liveininfamy vnder ſucha King. 
Edw, Away with them my Lord of Wincheſter, 
 Theſeluſty 7.eaders Warwicke and Lancaſter, \ 
Ichargeyou roundly oft vith both their heads,away, 
War, Farewell vaine world,  4avk, © 
. Lan, Sweete Mortimer farewell, fo, 
: Atfor, England vnkinde tothy Nobility, —» 
 ._ Groneforthis griefe, behold how thou art maimed. 
Edw, Goetake that haughty Mortimer to the Tower, 
Thereſeehim fafe beſtowed,and for tereſt, | 
Doe ſpeed; execution on them all,be gone, 
After, What Mortimer? can ragged [tony walles 
__  Immurethy vertue that aſpires to Heauen, EE 
No Edward Englands ſcourge, it may not be, Afore 
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' Afortimers hope ſurmounts hie fortunefarre, (friends, 
Ed. Sound Drums and Trumpets, march with memy 
 Edwardthis day hath crown'd him King anew, Exv. 
_ HManent Spencer filius, Lewne and Baldock, 
| Spen, Lewen, therruſt cliar we repoſe in thee, 
Begers the quiet of King Eawards Land, = 
Therefore be gone 10 halt,and with aduice,- 
 Beſtow that Treaſure onthe Lords of France, 
That therewithall enchanted like the Guard 
That ſuffered love to patſein ſhowers of Gold x | 
To Danae,all aid may be denyed / / 
To //abell the Queene,that now in France | 
Makes friends,tocroſſethe Seas with her young ſonne, 
And ſtep into his fathers Regiment, BE 
| Lew, Thatsit theſe Barons and theſubtill Queene 
Long leviedat, ” 
Bald. Yea,but Lewne thou ſeeſt, = 
Theſe Barons lay their heads on blocks together, 
What they intend the Hangman fruſtrates cleane. 
* Lew, Haueyouno doubt my Lords, lleclaps cloſe, . 
Amovg the Lords of France with Englands Gold, 
Thar //abe//ſhall make her plaintsin vaine, 
And France ſhall be obdurate with her teares. 
Speu, Then make forFrance,amaine Lewxe away, 
ProclaimeKing Edwards warres and vigories, 
Enter Edmond, Exennt omnes, 
 Eam.Faireblowesthe wind for France,blow gentle gale, 
Till Zamora bearriu'd for Englands good, 
Nature,yecld to my Countries cauſcia this, 
A Brother,no,a Buctherof thy friends, 
Proud Edward doſl thou baniſh me thy preſence? 
But Ileto France,and cheere the wronged Queene, 
And certifie what Zdwardslooſenelle is, 
Vnnaturall King to ſlaughter Noblemen, 
And cheriſh Flatterers : Ifortimer | ſtay (device, 
Thy ſweeteeſcape, ſtand graciousgloowy nightto his 
Emer Mortimer diſguiſed, 
Mor, Holla, who yalketh there, iſt you my Loy = 
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Co rriumphia the hope of theemy ion, 


But hath your Gracegot ſhipping into France? 


"=_ 


_ 


 Edw. Mortimer tis ],but haththy potion wrought (6 
happily? ” | 


Afor.[thath my Lord, the Warders all allcepe, 
I thavke them,gaue meleauetopaſſeinpeace, 


 Edm, Feareitnot. = Excunt. 
| Emer the Qucene and ber ſorune, 
\ 9». Ah Boy,our friends do failevs all in France: 


TheLords are cruel! and the Kipg vakind, 
What ſhall we doe? . EEE 
Prince. Madame,returne to Enpland, 
lesſe my Father well, and then a Fig 
Wy Vacles friendſhip heere i France, 
ou lc winnc bis __—_ quickly, 
SME better thena thouſand Spencer: 
Ah Boy, thou artdeceiu'd atleaſt inthis, 


rH 
Tothinkethat wecan yet be tun'd cogether, 


No,no, we iarre too farre,vnkind Yloys, 
Vnhappy 1/abell, when France reiets, os 
Whither,O whicher doſtchou bend thy Reps? 
Emer Sir Tolin of Henolt, 
S. Iohu, Madam,what cheere? 
2s. Ah good Sir Jobn of Henoh, 


| _ Neverſo cheercleſſe,nor ſo farre diſtreſt. | 


S. Tobs,Theare (weete Lady of the Kings vakindnefle, 
Butdroope not Madama,Noble minds contemne 
Defpaire : will yourGrace with meto Henolt, 

And there flay times aduantage with your ſoane? | 
How ſay you my Lord,will you goe with your friends, 
And ſhake offall ourfortunes equally? 

Prix. So pleaſeth the Queenemy Mother,meit likes, 

The King of England,nor the Coure of France, 


Ry Shall hauemefrom my gratious Mothers ſide, 
_ Till Ibeſtrong enoughto breake a latte, 


And then haue at the proudelt Spencers head 
Sir John, Wellſaidmy Lord, 
2. Oh my (weete heart, how do] mone thy wrongs? 


Ah 
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 Willwewith theeto Henelr,ſo we will, 


But Mortimer fer 'd for betterhap, 


_ OfFrance "efuſerh to giueaid of armes, 
| Totrhis diltre{ſed Queene his Siſter heere, 


Ah ſweet vir Mhaatith to- the ranoliverge- 
Of Emrope, or the ſhore of Tanas!/7, 


The Mar 
His Grace 


Bur who are theſe? 
Enter E dmond and Aortimer, 


Fam, Madam, long may youliue, 4 
Much happier then your friendein England do, 

'9n. Lord Edmend and Lord Afortimer aliue, 
Welcome to France :the newes was here my Lord; 
That you were dead,or very neere your death. "'Y 


_ is anobleGentleman, 


are preſume ill welcome Mey 


'V 


Mer. in, Lady,thclalt was trueſt ofthe twaing, 


Hath ſhaken offthethraldome of the Tower, W. - 

And livestoaduance your Standard good iny Lo, 
Prin, How meane you, and the King my Fakes lives? 

No my Lord Mortimgr, not I, Itrow. 

Os. Not ſonne,why not? Iwould it were no worſe. 

But gentle Lords,fiicndleſſe weare in France, - 

{ Mor, Mounlierle Grand,a Nob!e friend of yours, 

Told ys at our arriuall all thenewes,. 

How hard the Nobles,how vnkind the King 

Hath ſhewed himſclfe, but Madain, right makesroome, 

Whereweapons want,and though a many. fricods,. 

Aremadeanay, as Warwicke Lancaſter, 

And others of our party and faction, 


u$- 


Yet have we friends,affure your Grace in England, 


"Aa 


Would call vp cappes,and claptheirhands torioy, 
To (eevs thereappointed for our foes, 

Edm. ould allwerewell,and Edward wellreclaim'd; 
For Englands honour, peace, and quietnefſe, _ 

Mor. But by the ſword, my Lord; it muſt bedeſeru'd; 
The King aill nere forſake his Aatterers. 
$.lobn. My Lords of England, ſiththe vogentle King: 


Hoopeny with her to Heyole;doubt yenot;, Dm D 
'Y ©. 


H———o— 


Wewill find comfort,mony, menandfriends,  *. - 
| Erelong,to bid the Engliſh King abaſe, ET 
How ſay young Prince,what thinkeyou of the match? - 

Prin, | thinke King Edward will outrunnevs all, 
2x. Nay Sonne,not fo, and you muſt not diſcourage 
Your friends chat are ſo forward in your aide, : 
Edm. Sir John of Henolt, pardon vs I pray, 
| Theſe comforts that yougiue our wofull Queene, 
- Bind vs in kindneſſe all at your command, 
2s, Yea gentle brother,and the God of Heauen, 
Proſper ny y motion good Sir /ohy, 
Afor, This noble Gentleman forward in armes, 
Was borne | ſee ro be our Anchorhold, 
Sir /ohnof Henolt,beit thy renowne, 
_ That England: Quecne,and Nobles in diftrefſe, 
Haue beene by thee reſtor'd and comforted. 
8. Tohn. Mcdame alongand you my Lord with me, 
That Englans Pceres may Henol/cs welcome lee, 
Emer the Kimmy, Matreutes the two Spencers,with others, 
Edw, Thusafter manychreats of wratbfull warre, 
 Triumpheth Englands Edward with his friends, 
And triumph Edward with his friends vncontrold, 
My Lord of Gloſter,doe you hearethenewes? 
Spen. iu, What newes my Lord? Fik 
Edw. Why man,chey lay thereis great execution 
Done through the Realme,my Lord of e Lrande!l 
| You hauethe note, haue you not?» te: 
| | Aa. From the Lieutenant of the Tower my Lord, 
Edw. 1 pray let vs ſee it what have wethere? 
Read it SPencer. : ky pencer reades their names. 
Why ſo? they bark't apace not long agoe, ; 
Now on my life,theileneither barke nor bite. | 
Now (irs, the newes from France, Gloſter 1 crow, _ 
The Lordsof France loue Englandsgold ſo well, 
As 1/abellgets no aid frem thence. ———_— 
What now remaines,haue you proclaim'd my Lord, 
Reward for them caa bring in 2fortimer?. | 
 Spen,iw, My Lord mehaveand it he be in England, 
_ _—_— 


/ 


A 


A will be had erelong 
ts Edw, If, dooſtthou (ay? Spencer as true asdeath, 
 Heis in Evglands ground,cor Port-maſters 

| Arenotſo carcleſſeof their King 
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| doube it not. 


S command. 


kL ET Enter 4 Poet, (theſe? 

How now, what ewes withthee 2 from whence come 

 Poaſi, Letters my Lord, —455-_ of France, 
To you my Lord of Gloſter from Lewne, 

jp aw. Reade. 

Spencer reader the Letters, 

My duty to your Honour premiſed,&e.1 have accor- 

pe end yrs wh inthat behalfe, dealt with the King 

rance bis Lords,andeffeted thatthe Queene all hi 

conteeted and diſcomforted , is gone, whither if you 

aske, with Sir 1obn of Henot, Brotherto the Marg aol, 

into Flaunders : with them are gone Lord Zdmon| and 


the Lord Morrimer, having in their company divers of | 
goeth 
they intendtogine King Edward battelf in England, ſo0- 
ner then hee can looke for them: thisisallthencwes of 


your Narionand others, and as conſtant 


Import. 

Yowr "TRACE in all fernice, XWNeC. 
Ed Ah Villaines, hath rhat Cſorvwner clcapt? 
With him is Edmond goneallociate: 
And will Sir obs of Henolt lead the round? 
Welcome a Gads name Madam and your ſfonne, 
England ſhall welcome you,and all yourroure, 


Gallop apacebright Phebms through the Skye, 
Anddusky night in ruſty Tron Carre, 
Betweeneyou both ſhorten thetime I pray, ; 
That quan ſeerhat moſtdefired days 


When we may meetetheſetraytors inthe field; 
Ah nothingerecuesme butrny little Boy, 
Is thus miſled to COUNtERANCE theiril $. 
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_ WelcometoEn 


And Edwardthou art one ame 


Of thine owne people: 


_ Edwardhathdoneto vs, his 


£1wardwill relies ary k flatter him. 


protipero 
Our kindeſt Friends inBelgia have we left 
To cope with friends athome :aheany caſe, 


When forceto force is knit, andſword andglayc 


- In ciuiltbroiles make kin andcountrimen 


Slavghterthemſelues in orhers, and their (des 
With their owne weapons goar'd;bur what's the helpe? 
Miſgouern d Kings are mot of all thiswrack; 
them all, = 
Whoſe loofenetſebathtertrayed thy Land co fpoyle, 
And made the Channdll overflow with bloud 
patronſhould({t thou be, but thon, 
or. Nay Madamyif you ben Warrier, 
You mult not grow ſo paſſionate in- ſpeeches, 
Lords, (ith chat we areby ſafferanceof Heaven, | 
Arriu'd and armedin this Princes right, [als 
Heere for our Countries cauſe weare we to hit 
All homage, fealty and forwardnetle, 
And for the open 'wrongs and injuries 
Queeneand Land, 
We comein artnes to wreckeit with theſ; word: 
That Englands Queenein peace may repolſe(le 
Her Dignlites and honours: and withafl 
We may remoue theſe fintterersfrom the King, 
That hauocks Englands wealth and treaſury, © 
$, Ie.Sound T1 s my Lord, and forward letvs 
(march 
_ Edm,1 would he never had beene flattered more, © 
Emter the King, Baldocke,and Spencer the 
ſonne, ng he about the Stage, p 
| Spew. Fly Punt on. Queens tsouer-[tronp, 
Her friends do 4d ha ney RY dofayle, © - © 
Shape we ourcourſe to Freland thererobreath.- 2 
Edw, What,was I borne to flye and runteaway,” 
And leaue the 24ortizzers Conquerowsbehinde? 
Give me my Horfeand ers enforevmnoopes. _ 


Do. SER Bald, 


- - Su 


| Bald. O av my Lord, this Princely reſolution 
Fits not thetime, aw&y,wearepurſued, — _ 
Edmond alone with a Smerd and Target, 
, Edm, This way he fled, but Iam cometoo late, 
Edward, alasmy heart relents for thee, 
Proud Traytor ortimer why doſt thou chaſe 
Thy lawfull Kiog thy Soueraigne,withthy (wordp 
Vildewretch, and why haſtthou of all vokinde, 
Bornearmes againſt thy Brother and thy King? 
Raine ſhowers of Vengeanceon my curſed head 
Thou God,towhom in iuſticeit belongs 
Topuniſh chis vonaturall reuolt: 
Edward, this Mortimer aimes at thy lifes 
_ O fiye him then, but Eamond calme this rage, 
Diſſemble orthou dieſt, for 4fortimer 
And [ſabe# do-kifle while they-conſpire, - 
And yet ſhebeares afaceof loue forſooth: 
Fie on that loue that hatcheth death and hate, - 
Eamond away, Briſtow to Longſhankes bloud 
Is falſe, benot found ſinglefor ſuſpeR: 
Proud Mortimer pries necre into thy walkes. 
Emter the © ueene,#1ortimer,the youg Prince 
aud Sir lohn of Henalt. 
9», Succesfull battellgiues the God of Kings, 
To them that fight in right and feare his wrath: 
Since then ſucceffiuely we haue preuail d, 
Thanked be Heavens great archite and you, 
Erefarther weproceedemy noble Lords, 
We heere create our welbeloued ſonne, 
Ofloue andcare vnto his royall perſon, 
Lord Warden of the Realmezand ith the fates 
Hauemade his father ſovnfortunate, 
Deale you my .Lords.in this,my louing Lords, 
Asto your wiſedomes fitreſt ſeemes in all. 
Edm. Madam,without offence if 1 may aske, ., 
How will you deale with Edwardin his fall? 
Pris.Tell megood Vakl 
Em Nephey,your father,l dare gotca 
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IMor,My Lord of Kent,what ncedes theſe 
Tis not in her controulment,nor in ours, i 
But as the Realme and Parliament ſhall pleaſe, | if 
Soſhall your Brother be diſpoſed of il 
I like notthisrelenting moode in Edwond, [, 
Madam, tis good tolooke to him berimes, | 'n 

26, My Lord,theMaior of Briſtow knowes our mind. i 

or. Yea-Madam,and thiey (ca 
T hat fledche field. 
2%. Baldocke is withthe King, 

A goodly Chancellour, is he not wy Lorde - 


K . ? } l 
qu ei ons $ : | | 
| * | F 


penor ally... |. 


S, lohn, Soarethe Spencers,the father and theſonne, l 
Edm, This Edward is theruineoftheRealme, - P 
Enter Rice ap Howell,and the Mator of Briſtow, if 
with Spencerthe farther, | ii 

| Rice, Godlaue Queene 1/abell, and her Princely.ſonne, EE | | 
Madam,the Maior and Citizens of Briſtow. il 


Inſigne of loueand duty tothis preſence;. 
Preſent by me this Traytor cotheState,. 

Spencer;the Fatherto that wanton Spencer, - 
That like the lawleſle Catihne of Rome, - 
Reueld in Englands wealth and Treaſury 
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2a, Wethanke you all. En | 
 CIor.in, Your louing.careinthis, "7. | 
Deſerueth Princely fauoursandrewards, i 
Buc where's the Kingand the otber Spercer fled? | 


Rice. Spencer theſonne;created Earle of Gloceller, 
Is with that ſmooth congu'd Scholler Baldocke gone, -/./ 


And ſhipt but late for Ireland withthe King. {+ 0 

Morin. Some whirkewind fetch them backe; or links | 
themall: * Es | | 
T hey ſhallbe ftarted thence I doubtit not. | 


7rin, Shall knot ſeethe King my father yet? — | | 
Edm, Vohappi's Edward,chaſt trom Englands bounds. —=—=— 


S. Iobn.” Madam, what reſteth, why ſtand yeina muſe? _. 
- 9s, rue my Lordsillfortyne,but alas,  _ a 
Carcof my Country cald metothis warre... ... = 
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Your Kinghath wrong dyour Country and himſelfe, 
And we mult ſeekero right it as we may. AS 
Meane while, baue hence this Rebell co che block. 
|  Spenpa,Rebell is hethat fights agaialt the Prince, 
So fought nor they that fought in Edwards right. 
Mor. Take him awayzhe prates,you Rice ap Howell, 
. Shall do good (eruice to her Maielty, 
| Beingofcountenancein your Conntry heere, 
To follow theſe rebellious R unagates, 
Wein meane while Madam,mult take aduice, 
How BaldeckySpencer, and their complices, 
May in their fall be followed totheir end. 
: Exeunt ownes. 
. Emter the Abbot, Monker, Edward, Spencer, 
and Balaccke. —__ - 
Ab. Have younodoubt my Lord, haueyouno feare. 
As fileat,and as catefullwe will be, | 
To keepe your Royall perſon ſafe with vs, 
Free from fuſpeR and fell jnualion 
Ofſuch as haue your Maieſty in chaſe, 
' Yourſelfe,and thoſe your choſen company, 
As danger of this ſtormy time requires 
Edw. Father,thy face ſhould harbour nodeceit, 
O had'{tthou ever beenea King,thy heart 
Pierc't deepely with ſence of my diſtreſle, 
Could not but takecompaſſion of my ſtate. 
Stately and proud,in.richesandin traine 
Whilom [ was powerfull andfull of pompe, 
But what is he; whomrule and Empery 
Hauec notinlifeor death made miſerable? - 
| Come Fpencer,come Zaldocke,come ſit downe by me, 
 Maketryall now ofthy Philoſophie, 
That in our famous nurſeries of Arts. 


oY 


Thou ſuckedtfrom Plato,and from «Arifotle. 
 Fatherthis life contemplatiueis Heauen, 
O that I might chis life in quict lead, 

But wealas arechaſhand you my friends, 
Your lives and wy diſhonour they purſue, 


| = 
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Yet gentle Monkes,for 


, i, .4 P's.) 7 3 
Tr 
Doe you betray vs and our company. 


caſnre,Gold,nor Fee, 


of your abode, 
| Spen. Notonealive,but ſhrewd]y I ſuſpe&, 
 Agloomy fellow in a Mead below, 
A gauea long looke after vs my Lord, 
 Andall che Land 1 know isvp in armes, 
Armes that purſue our lives with deadly hate. 

Bald. Wewere imbark't for [re/and,wretched we, 
With aukward winds,andwith ſore tempeſts driven 
To fall on ſhore,and here to pineinfeare 
Of Aortimer and his Confederates. 

Edw, Mortimer, who talkes of Mortimer, 
YVho wounds me with the name of Mortimer 
That bloudy man? good fatheronthy lap 


O might I never ope theſe eyes againe, 
Neuer againelift vp this drooping head, 
 O never morelife vp this dying heart). 
Spen, ſon. Looke vp my Lord. Baldecke,this drowlineſſe 

| Betides no good, here cuen weare betrayed. 

Enter with Welch hookes,Rice ap Howell,a Mower, 

andthe Earleof Leicefler, > © 
Afower, V pon my life,theſe be the men yelſeeke, 
Rice. Fellow enough, my LordI pray be ſhort, 
A faire Commiſſion warrants what we doe. 

Lei. The Queenes commiſiton,vrg'd by 2ortimer, 
What cannot Mortimer doe with the Qpoones 
Alas,ſee where he ſits,and hopes vnſcene 
T*eſcape their hands that ſecke to reaue his Life: 
T oo true itis, quem dies vidit veniens ſuper bum, 
Hunc dies videt fugient 14centens. | 
But Leifter leaue to grow ſo paſſionate, 
Spencer and Baldoeke by no other names, 
I arreſt you of high treaſon heere, _ 
Stand not on Titles,butobey thearreſt, 


Tisinthenameof //abe//the Quand, 


g—_— 
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Ion, Your Grace may lit ſecure, ifnone but we do wet 


PII = a> - _——— — —_ —— — —— —  ——  —— — ADDS hos _ - - 
— — ——— — —_ »- _ 0 PR_- _ - 
3 i rt io ep 
_ a . _— II —— - 
— <3 ow wy - a \- A - J -_ = —_— 
, FR - —_— — —_ x—— et Cane, 7 << —CSESC 


*  cSidets oth: Bien ods conc of. ioocommoy 1 od. 
4s os - So ene — —__ 2 _—_—_ RR "7" R ens Ie LG LITE 
— _— * — ——— > _—— - —  YY OT OO IS o o _ 
So ro 4 Cee inns SLIAGE Coons Seaman _ 


at eg co ets Roc eines. . Meet or 
IT _ > —— = 4 . 
_— _ nr - 4 G09 ent fe ELK - we aA nei 


Lay Ithis head, laden with mickle care, LEE 


e 1rageay 


My Lord,why droope youthus? Ph 

'E dw, O day | the laſt of all my blifſe on earth, 
Center of all misfortune. O my Starres} 
Why do you lowre vnkindly on a King? 


i 


Came Leifter then in //abcl{arname, 


To take mylife,my company from me? 
Heere man rip vp this panting breaſt of mine; . 
me take my heart inreskew of my friends, 
ice. Away with them. 
on ;4, lt may become thee yet, 

Tolet vscake our farewell of his Grace. 

466, My heartwith pitty earnes to fee this (; ot; 

A King to beare theſe words and proud commands. 
Eaw. Spe nc-r,ah {weer Spencer, thus thea miuſt ve part. 
Sper. in, We muſt my Lord,ſo will theangry Heaueas, 
Eaw. Nay ſo will Hell and cruell ertimer : . 

Thegentle H eauens hauenot to doin this, 

Bald, My Lord, itis in vaine to grieve or (torme, 

Heere orobly of your Grace we take our leaues, 

Our Lots are call, I feare me lo is thine, : 

Edr, In Heauen we may.in e£2rth neuer ſhall we meet, 


| And Leifter fay, what ſhall become of vs? - 


Lei, Your Maieſty muſt goe to Killingworth, - 
Eaw, Mult | Tis "une. hard,when Kings muſt go. . 
Lei, Here isa Litter ready for your Grace, 
That waitss your pleaſure,andtheday gromwes. old. 
Rice, Asg00d begone as (tay andbebenighted, 
 Edw, A Litter hait thou, Lay me 0n a Hearl(e, 
Ando the gates of Hell conuay me hence, 


| Let Platos Bels ring out my fatall knel], 


And Hagshowleformy deathat C ha ſhore, 
For friends hath Zdward none, but theſe,and hal6y;. 


Andtheſe muſt dye vader a Tyrants fword.-. 


Rice, My Lord be going,carenot for theſe, 
For we ſhall ſee them ſhorter by tkeEheads. . 

Eaw. Well,that ſhall be,thall be;part we muſt, 
Sweet Spencer, gentle Baldocke, part we muſt, . 
Hence fained weedes, vnfainedaremy OCs, - 


"7 FO Toon 


Father, farewell : Lejfer thou Raiſt for me, 
 Andgoel mull Life farewell with my friends, 
| Exeunt Edward and Lancaſter. 

Spen. O is he gone !is Noble Edward gone, 
Parted from hence,neuer to ſeevs more, | 
| RentSphere of Heauen, and fire forſake thy Orbe, 
Earth meltto Aire,goneis my Soueraigne, 
Gone,gone alas, neuer to make returne. 

Bald. Spencer, 1 ſee our ſoules are fleeting hence, 
We are depriu'd the ſun-ſhine of our life, 
Makefor anew life man, throw vp thy eyes, 
And heart and hand to Heauens1mmortall Throne, 
Pay Natures debt with cheercfull countenance, 
Reduce we all our Leſſons vnatothis, | 
To dye,{iwcete Spencer, therefore liue we all, 
FSpencer,all live to dye,and riſe to fall. i 

Rice, Come, come, keepetheſe preachments till you 
come to the place appointed. - SIE IO 
You,& ſuch as youare,baue made wiſe work inEngland, 
Will your Lordſhips away? | 
_ <<Mower. Your Lordſhip I truſt willremember me? 

Rice, Remember theefellow? what elſe? 

Follew metothe Towne. —- 
Enter the King, Leicefter with a Biſhop for 
the Crowne. : 

Lei, Be patient good my Lord, ceaſe to lament, 
Imagine Killingworth Caſtell were your Court: . 

And that youlay for pleaſyre heere a ſpace, 
Not of compullion orneceſfity.” 

Edw, Leilter,if gentle words might comfort me, 
Thy ſpeeches long agochad cas'd my (orrowes, 
For kinde and loving haſtthou alwayes beene: 
Thegriefes of priuatemenareſooneallaid, = 
But not of Kings, the Forreſt Deere being ſtrucke, 
Runnes toan Herbe that cloſeth vp the wounds, 
But when the imperiall Lyons fleſh isgor'd, 

He rends, and teares it with his wrathfull paw, 
Highly {corning,thatthe lowly earth 
_ ; RE Bu * a0 - Should 


| ay ; ( , 


Should gdrinke his bloud, mounts vp tothe ayre: 
And (ſoit fares with me,whole dauntle(le mind 
The ambitious .}{ortimer would ſeeke to curbe. 
And tbat vnnaturall Queene falfe //abe//, — 
T hat thus hath pent and mu:d me in a priſon, 
For ſuch outragious paſſions cloy my ſoule, 
As with the wings of rancour and difdaine 
Fulloft am | ſoaring vp to Heagen, 
To plaine me tothe Gods againſt them bot; : 
But when I call to mind | ama King, | 
Methinkes I ſhould revenge me of my wrongs, 
That Aortimer and.//abel{ have done. ) 
But what are Kings,when regiment is gone, 
But perfect ſhadowes in aſun-ſ{hine day? 
My Nobles rule, I beare the name of King, 
I weare the Croune, but am contrould by them, 
By Afortimer,and my vaconſtant Queene, = 
Who ipots my nupriall bed with iofamy,. 
VWVhillt Iam lodg'd wichin this Caue of care, 
Where ſorrow at my elbow (till attends, 
Tocompany my heart with ſad laments, 
T hat bleedes-within me for this ſtrange exchange. 
Buttell me muſt L.nowrefigne my Crowne, - » 
To make viurping Aortimer a King? Rp 

By. Your Grace miſtakes,ii is for Xnglands good. 
And Princely Edwaras right,we crauethe Crowne, 
 Eadw,No\ytisfor 14ortimer, not Edwards head, 
| Forhees a Lambezencompattedby Wolues, 
Which in a momenr willabrjdgehis life: 
Butifproud Mortimer doe weare this Crowne, 
Heauens turne it toa blaze of quenchletle fire, 
Orlikertheſnaky wreath of Tifiphon, 
' Eogirt the Temples of his hatefull head... - 
SO ſhall not Englands Vines be periſhed, — 
But Edwards name ſurviue;though Edward dies. 

Leift, My Lord, why waſte you thus the time away,. 
They flay your anſwere,will you yeeld your Crowne? ' 
 Eaw, Ah Leifter, weigh how hardly Icanbrooke —_ 
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Toloſe my Crowne and Kingdome without'cauſs,.. 
To giueambitious Afortemer my right, v1 apts 
That likea Mountaine ouerwhelmes my bliſſe, 
Tn which extreames my mind heeremurthered is: 
But that the Heavens appoint, I muſt obey, 
Here take my Crowne, the life of Edwaratoo, 
Two Kings in England cannot raigneat once: 
But ſtay awhile,let mebeKing ill nighe,. 
T hat I may gaze vpon thisglittering Crowne, 
So ſhall my cyesreceiuetheirlaſt content, - 
My head the lateſt honour dueto it, 
And ioyntly both-yeeld vp their wiſhed right. 
_ Continueecuer thou celefitall Sunn, _— 
Let neuer (ilent night poſſetlethisclime, 
Stand ill you watches of the Element, 
All times and ſeaſons reſt you ata tay, 
That Edward may be (tillfaireEnglands King: 
_ But dayesbright.beamedoth vaniſh faſl away, 
, And needes | muſtreſignemy wiſhed Crowne. 
2 — Inhumanecreatures,nurſtwith Tigers milke, 
Why gape you for your Soucraignes ouerthrow?. 
My Diadem I meancand guilkleſlelife, 
See Monſters (ee, Ile weare.my Crowneagaine: = 8 
What feare you not the fury of your King? RO 
But hapleſſe Edward,thou art fondlyled, | 
They patle not forthy frownesas late they did; 
Butfecketo makea newelefted King, 
Whickifils my mind with ſtrange deſpairing thoughts, 
Which thoughts are.marrytcd with endleſle torments, 
And in thistorment comfort finde I none, 
But that I feele the Crowne vpon my head, 
And therefore let me weare it yeta while, 
Tra My Lord;the Parliamentmuſt have preſentnewes, 
And thereforeſay,willyou religneor no. 
The King rageth. 
Eadw,lle not refigne,not whiltI live, 
 Fraytors be gone,andioyneyouwith Afortimer, 
Ele&conſpire;enſtall,dooylatyou nil, = 
EC ern H3 This 


 Theirbloud and yours ſhallſeale theſe Trecheries: 

Biſh.Thisanſwere weelereturne,ant fo farewell, 

Lei,Call thern aganemy Lord,and (peakethem faire; 

For if chey goe,the Prince ſhall loſe his righe, 
Edw.Call thouthem backe,I haue no poxer to ſpeake. 
Lei, My Lord, theKingis willing to reſjgne, 

» Biſh, If he benot;lethim chuſe. 
Edw.O wouldI might,but heavens andearth conſpire 

Tomakememiſerable:herereceivemy Crowne, 

Receiuc it?no, theſe innocent hands of mine © 

Shallnor be guilty of ſo foule a crime, 

Heof youall tharmolt deſires my bloud, 

And will be cald themurthererof a King, 

Take it : whatare you mon'd?pitty you me? 

Then ſend for ynrelenting Mortimer 

And [/abe!!, whoſe eyes being turn'd to ſteele;, 

Will ſooner ſparkle firethen ſhed a teare: 

Yet ſtay, for ratherthen 1 will looke on them, 

Heere, heere : now{weete-Godoft Heauen, 

Make me deſpiſe this tranſitory pompe, 


_  Andſitforayeinthronizedin Heauen, 


Comedcath, andwith thy fingers cloſe my gyes, 


__ - Orif Tliuelert me forget my ſelfe, 


nn | -Emter:Bar Hey, 
Bart, My Lord. 

Edw, Callme notLord, 
Away,out of my (ight,ah pardon me, 
Griefe makes meLunaticke, 
Let not that Mortimer protect my fonne, 
Moreſafety thereis:in a Tigers Iawes 
Then his imbracements: bearethisto the Queene, 
Wetwith my teares, anddryed againewith lighs, 
Ifwithche ſightthereof ſhebenot mooued, 
Returne it backe,and dip itinmy bloud, 
Commend me to my Sonne and bid him rule = 
Better then T,yet how haue Itranſgreſt, 
'Valeſle it bewith too muchclemency? 


TRAY 
Ce; 

wy 
Edw. 
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_ Fl, Farewell; Lknowthenextne 
_ Willbemy death,and: welcomeſhallit be, 
To wretchald mendeath is felicity., ' 
Lei, Another Poſt, what newes brinps he? TE 
Edw, Such newes as I expe&t;come Bartley comme, 
And tell thy metſageto my naked breaſt, ns 
Bart, My Lord chinkenotathoight ſo villagous 
Can barbour tw man of noble birth. Fer: 
Todoe your Highneſleſeruice and Jeudire;”, 
Axd {aue you from your foes, Bartley would dy Ko 
Lei. My Lordghe Councell andthe Queen commands, 
That Irchgae mycharge. 
Edw.And who muſt k kedpime now aud you my Lord; ; 
Bart, 1, my moſtgracious Lord;ſoi tis.decreed, 
Edw, By Afortrmer? whoſe name is written here, 
Well may I rent his names that rends wy heart, 
"This poore revenge hathſomething eas 4 my mind; 
So may his limbs be torne asis this Paper, 
Heare me immortall /owe, and grantit too. 
Bar.Your Gracemuſthence with me toBartley ſtraight, 
Edw,Whithec you will, all places are alike, | 
Andeuery eaithis ficforbunall.'. 
Lei, FauourhiaymydLordas much as lieth og, 70. 
Bart, Enenſo betide ny foule as I vic him. 
Eaw; My enemv.hath vittied, my eſlate, 
_— sthacaufe thatI amnow remou'd, 
:;, Bar. And thinksyour Gracethat Bartley wil be cruel? 
_ Edw. Iknowndt,but of thisam I aſſuced, - 
T hat deathends all,and | can dye bur Once... 
Leiceſter farewell. 
Lei, Not yet my Lord, le beare you on your way; 
Exeunt omner: © Enter Mortimer and Dneene Iſabell. 
Mar, in, Faire 1/abell, now hauewe our delire, 
The proud cortuptersof the light-braind King, 
Haue done their homage to the lotty Gallowes, 


_ And kehimſelfelies in captinity, 
Berul'd by me,and we willrule the Realme,. 


| ln any caſe take heede ofchibdlh feare, . 
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For now we hold an old'Wolfe by tlic care, 
That ifhe(lip will ſeazevpan vs both, 
Andgripe theſorer beinggript, himſclfe, 
Thinke therefore Madam that imports vs much, 
To ere& your ſonne with all the ſpeedewe may, 
And thatlI be Protector ouer him, 
For our behoofe, "twill bearethe greater ſway, 
When as a Kings nameſhall be vnder writ. 
Ou, Sweete Mortimer the life of Iſabel, 
Be thou perſwaded thatI louetheewell, 
And therefore ſo the Prince my ſonne be ſafe, 
Whom l eſteemeas deere as theſe mine eyes, 
Conclude againſt hisfather what thou wilt, ns 
And 1 my ſelfe will willingly ſubſcribe. 4 
Mor. in, Firſt would I heare newes he were depos'd, 
And then let me alone tohandlehim. — 
Enter Meſſenger, Ds 
Afor, in, Letters;from whence? 
- Meſſe, FromKillingworth my Lord. 
.9u. How fares my Lord the King ? 
Afeſſen, In health Madam,butfull of penſiuenefle. 
| Bn, Alas poore ſoule,wouldTcould eaſethis griefe, 
Thankes gentle Winchelter,{irca be gone, _. : 
__ ®n, TheKing hath willingly reſign'd his Crowne, 
 ©u.O happy newes,ſend for the Prince my fonne. 
Bi,Further,or this Letter was ſeal'd,Lord Barth came, 
Sothathe now is gone from Killingworth, 
And we have heard that Edmond laid a plot, 
To ſet his brother free,no more but {o, 

The Lord of Bartley isſo pittifull, 
As Leiceſter thathad charge of him before, 
2s. Then let ſome other be his Guardian. 

Aor. in, Let me alone;here is the priuy Seale, 
Whoſe there, call hither Gurney and Afatrewis, 
To daſh the heauy headed Edmonds drift, 
_ Bartleyſhall be diſcharg'd,the Kingremou'd, 
| Andnone but.we ſhall know where he lieth. 
A Wu But Alor F mer ag long as he ſuruiues, 


What 


of Edward ihe ſecond. 
What ſafety reſts for vs,orfor my ſonne? 


 #4vr.in, Speake,ſhall hepreſently be diſpatch'd & dye? 
£24. I would he were, ſo it were notby my meanes, 
Enter atrents and Gurney, CT 
Aor.ia,lnough Matrenis, write a Letter preſently 
 VntotheLord of Barthy from our ſelfe, 7 

That he relignethe King tothee and Garvey, 

And when tis done, we will ſubſcribe our name, __ 
fat. It ſhall be done my Lord, | 
Aor, us. Gurney. 

Gur, My Lord. 

Aor,in, Asthou intendeſt to riſe by Xfortimer, 
Who now makes Fortunes wheele turne as he pleaſe, 
Secke all themeanes thoucan(t to makehim droope, 
And neither giue him kind word nor good looke, 

Gur, I warrant you my Lurd. 

Ater,in, And this abouethe reſt, becauſe we heare 


T hat Edmond calts to worke his liberty, 
' Remoue him ſtill from place toplaceby nijghe, 
"Till ar the laſt he come to Killingworth, 


And thenfrom thence to Bartley backe againe: 
And by the way to make him fret themore, 
Speake curſily ro-him,and in any cale 

Let no man comfort him,It he chance to weepe, 
But amplific his griefe with bitter words, 

Marr. Feare not my Lord,weele do-as you command, 

Aor. is. So now away,poltthither wards amaine. 

24. Whither goes this Letter;totny Lord the King? 
Commend me humbly to his Maieſly, 

Andcrtell bim;that I Jabour all in vaine, 
To eaſe his gricfe,and worke his liberty: 
And bearehim this, as witnelſe of wy loue, 

Afat,1 will Madam. 
Exenunt Matren and Gurney, Inns 
Manent Iſabell and Mortimer, — 

- Enter the young Prinee,and the Earle of Kent 

Bo talking with him, OT 
Mor, in, Finely dillernbled - ſo ſtill Fyecte Queene, 


Here . - 


. 
4 * 


The Tragedy 

Here comes the young Prince with the Earle ofjKene. 
2%, Something he whiſpers in his childiſh cares, 

Mor, iu, lf he haut ſuch accelle vnto the Prince, 
Our plots and ſtratagems will ſoone be daſhe, 
9, Vie Eimond tricndlyas if all were well. 
| Morin, How fares my Honourable Lord of Kent? 
Edam Ia health ſweet Afortimer:how fares your Grace. 

Du, Well,itmy Lord your brother vx crecnlarp d, 

Eam. | heare of late he hath depos'd himſclte, 

Ou, The more my griete, | 

Afor. in. And mine. 

Eam, Ab they doe ditſemble, . 
94,Sweere ſonne come hither,I mull talke with thee. 
Mor. ia. You being his Vocle, and thenext of bloud, 

Doclooketo be Protector ouer the Prince, 
Eam.Not I my Lord : who ſhould prote&theſonne, 

But ſhethatgauehim life,l meane the Queene? T 
Prin. Mother, perſwademe notto wearethe Crowne, 

Let him be King,lam too.young to raigne.. 

24. But becontent, ſeeing iis his Highnes pleaſure, 
Prin, Let mee but ſee him firit, and then will. 
Eam, I do ſweete Nephev:.. YON 
Dn. Brother you know it is impoibble, 

Prin, Why, is he dead?- 

24, No, God forbid, : 
Edm,lwould thoſe words proceeded from your heart. 
or. in, laconſtant Edmondgocelt thou fauour him, 

That walt a cauſe of his impriſorment? 

Edam. The more cauſe haue I'now to make amends. . 
 Aforiu.l tel theetis not meet,thar one ſo falſe 

Should come about the Perſon of a Prince, . 

My Lord,he hath betray'd the Kiog his brother, . 

Andthereforetrulthimnot. ÞÞ _ EP 

Prin, But herepents and (orrowes for itnow. . 
9. Come Son,and go with this gentle Lord and rae, 
Prin, With you I will;but not with Adortimer. 
Hor, Why yongling, s'dainlt thou fo of Aforiimer? 
"Then will carry thee by force away. 


Prins. 
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Prin, Helpe Vnkle Kent, Mortimer will wrong me. 
| Dn. Brother Edmond, {triue not,we are his friends, bx 
Tſabell is neerer then the Earle of Kent. 
Eam, Siſter, Edward is my charge,redeeme him. 
2a. Edward is my ſonne,and I will keepehim. 


Edm,CMortimer ſhall know thathe bath wropg'd me,- 


Hence will I haſt to Killingworth Caſtle, 
And reſcue aged Edward from his foes, 
To bereuepg'd on fortimer and thee. 


Exeant omnes, 


Enter Matrenuss ana Garney with the King, 
at. My Lord,be not penſiue, we are your friends, 
Men are ordaind toliuein miſery, 
Thereforecome,dalliance dangeteth our liues. 

Eaw. Friends,whither muſt vahappy Edward goe, 
Will hatefull Xortimer appoint no reſt? 
MuftI be vexed likethe nightly Bird, : 
Whole light is loathſometo all winged Fowles? 


When will the fury ofhis mind aſſwage? 


When will his heart be (ſatisfied with bloud? 
If mine will ſerue,vnbowell ſtraightthis breſt,- 
And giue my heart to //abe//and him, 
Itis thechiefelt marke they leuell ac, 
Gur, Notſo mmy Leige,the Queene bath gjuen this 
To keepe your Gracein ſafety, (charge, 
Your paſlicas make your dolours encreafe. 

Edw. This viage makes my miſery encreaſle, 
But can my ayreof lite continue long, 
When all my ſenſesare annoy'd with ſRench? 
Within a Dungeon Englands Kingis kept, 


__ Wherelamfſtaru'd for want of fultenance, 


| « 


My dayly diet is heart-breaking obs, 
That almoſt rents the cloſet of my hearr, 


 Thusliues old Edward notrelicu'd by any, 


And ſo muſt dye,though pictyedby many. 


.__ Ovwatergentlefriends to coole my thirſt, - 
 Andcleere my body from foule excrements, \ 


Mat, Heer's channel! water as our charge is giuen, 
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Thither ſhall ] QUT honour £95,a0d (0 arte. 
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| Sit downe,for weelebe Barbars to your Grace. 


Edw. Traytors away, what will you murcher me, 
Or choake yeur Soueraigne with puddle water? 
_ Gur. No,but waſh your face,& ſhaveaway your beard, 
Wo you be knowae,and ſo bereſcued. 
- -Hatr, Wh y ftcivey 01 thus,your labour is ia vaine? 
Eadw. FheWren may [frive againſt the Lions trepgth, 
But allin vaine, fo vaine!y dol {triue, 
 Toſecke for mercy at a T'yrznts hand. 
They waſh bra with peddle water,and ſhaue 
kis beardaway, 
Immortall powers,that knowes the painefull cares, 
That waites ypon my poore diltretſed ſoule, 
O leucil all your lookes vpon theſe daring men, 
That wrongs their Leige & Soveraigne, oglands King, 
O Ganueſton,it is for thee that Jamwrong'd, 
' For me; both thou and both the Sp:xcers died, 
And for your ſakes a thouſand wiongs Ie take, . 
The Spencers GhoQs where ever they rerraine, . 
Wiſh well co rnine;then cuſh;for them Ile dye 
_ Marr. Trixt this andyours ſail beno eamity , 
Come,come away, now put the Torchics out, 
Weelecnterin by darkenelieto K:llingworth, 
Enter Edmond. 
Gar, How now, who comes there? _ 
Marr. Guard the King lure,itisthe Earle of Kent, 
_ Eaw,Q gentle brother helpe to reicue ine. 
Mair, Keepethem aſundzr,thruft in the King. 
E2n.Souldicrs,let me buttalketohim onew ord; 
Gar, Lay bands vpon the Earleforhis atſault. 
Eadm,Lay down your weapons,traytors yeeld cheKias bs 


, Matr, Edmond, yeeld thou thy ſelfe,or thou ſhait dye. 


Eadn.Baſe Villines, wherefore do you gripe me thus? 

Gar, Bind him, and ſo conuey 5 to the Courr. 

Eam. Where is the Court but heere,hereis the King) 
And I will vilite him,why ſtay you me? 

Matr, The Court is where Lord 24ortimer remaines, 


Kb is ww ws 


kk 


of Edward the ſecond. 

: Exrunt Matrents and Gurneywith the King 

,_.—— - - Ann E dmond andthe Souldiers, £ 

Eam, O miſerable is that common weale,where Lords 

Keepe Courts,and Kings arelockt in Priſon | 
Sold, Whereiore (tay we? on Sirs to the Court. 
Enm.1,tead me whither you will,cuentro my death, 

veting that my Brother cannot bereleaf}. 

— Exennt omnes, 
 _ Enter Afertimer alone, 

Ator, in, I heKing muit dye,or Mortimer goes down, 
The Commons now begin to pitty him, 
 Yethethat is the cauſe of Zawards death, 

Is fureto pay for it when his fonne is of age, 

Andtheretorewi!lI doeit cunningly, 

{his Letter written by a friend of ours, 

Containes his death,yet bids them ſaue his life, 

 EFdwardum accidere nolite there bonum eff. 

Feare not to kill the King,tis&o0d hedye; 

But reade it thus,and that's another (ſenſe: 

Edwardum occidere nolite tirmere vonnm eſt, 

Killnotthe Kingztis good tofeare the wocrlt. 

Vnpointed as itis,thus ſhall it goe, 

T hat being dead,ifirchanceto be found, 

Z1atreuts and the reſt maybearethe blame, 

And webequitthat caus'dit to be done, 

Within this Roome is lock 'd the Mellenger, 

Thar ſhall convey it,and performe the reſt, 

And by a ſecret tokentiat he beares, 

Shall he be murdered when the deed is done. 

Lightborne come fortii,artthou ſo reſoluteas thou wall? 
Light, What elſe my Lord?and farre morereſolute. 
Aer,in. And haſt thou caſt how to accompliſh it? 
Ligbt, 1, T, and none hall know which way he died, 
Mor,in, But at his lookes Lightborne thou wiltrelent; 
Lizht, Relent,ha,ba,I vie much torelent. 
Meri Well, docit brauely,and be lecret. 

Light. You ſhall not neede to giue inſtructions, 

Tis not the firſt time Thaue kit da man}. $ E 


09, 


-  Jlearndin Naples 


” > - a o A” —__ p * "9 
_-_ — + ot wy 


= -D ] Oey hate + + METRES” "4. oe. Cu A a ny 2a _ _ —_—— —— my me = —es — — 
_y - eee”. to - _ bY WRtY > Fu » un nu x - Mate " +4 2 : " 4 ” . = - 
. — _———— ET. 7 annie 6, 7 © APs bees ; gs oro dregnemoreretees ger. bh —_ mg 4 hers 
——— owl . Gr ur tg. pj" by - We Foy x —- 


he Trageay 
how to poyſon Flowers, 
To ſtraogle with a Lawne thruſt downe the throate, 
To piercethewind-pipe wich a needles point, 
' Or whilſt one is aſleepe;to take a Quill | 
And blow a little powder in his eares, 
Or open his mouth,and powre quick-ſiluer downe, 
But yet | haue a braver way thentheſe, 
Aer, What's that? | (tricks, 
Light, Nay,you ſhallpardon me, none ſhall know my 
Arr, 1 carenot how it is,ſoit be not ſpide, | 
Deliver this to Gurney and Hatreny, 
At euery ten miles end thou baſt a Horſe, 
Take this,away,and neuer {ce memore. 
Light, No? | 
Afor.Nogvnletſethoubring me newsof Eawardsdeath, 
Light, That will I quickly do,farewell my Lord. 
Mer ThePrincel rule,che Queene do I command, 
And with a lowly conge to the ground, 
Theproudelt Lords ſalute me as I paile, 
I ſeale, I cancell,l do what I will; 
Fear'd am ] more then lou'd,let me befear'd: 
And when Ifrowne make all the Court looke pale. 
T view the Prince with Cw eyes, 
Whoſe lookes were as a breeching to a boy, 
They thruſt vpon me the ProteRorſhip, 
And ſueto mefor that,that I deſire, 
Whileatthe Councell Table,graue enough, 
And not valikea baſhfull Puritaine, y 
Firſt I complaine of imbecility, 
Saying it is, 0n#s quam graniſſimum 
Till being interrupted by my friends, 
Suſcepi that prowinciam as they terme it, 
And toconclude, I am ProteQor now, 
Now is all ſure,theQueene and ortimer 
| Shall cule the Realme, the Kingzand nonernles vs. 
Mine enemies will I plague, my friends aduance, 
And what I liſt command,who dare controule, 
Hator ſum quan cni poſſit fortuna nocere; 


And Hs 
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of Edward the ſerond.- 
And that this be the coronation day, 
It pleaſeth me, and /abe/!the Queene, es = 
The Trumpetsſound,I muſt goe take my place, 
Enter the young King,Biſhop,( hampion, NN obles, Oueenc, 
Bi, Longliue King Edward: by the grace of God, 
_ King of England,and Lord of Ireland. 
Char. It any Chriſtian, Heathen, Turke,or Tew., 
Dares but affirme,that Edwards not true King, © 
Andwill auouch his ſaying with the ſword, 
I] 2m the Champion that will combat him. 
Afor. iu. None comes, found Trumpets, 
| ___ King, Champion heres tothee, 
Os. Lord Mortimer, now take him to your charge, 
Enter Souldiers with the Earle of Kent priſoner, 
Atfor, WhatTraytor haue we there with Blades & Bilz? 
Sould. Edmordthe Earle of Kent, + 
King, What hath he done? —- | 
 FSauld, A wouldhauetakenthe King away perforce, 
As we were bringing him to Killingworth, We 
Afor. ia, Didyou attempt his reſcue? Edmond ipeale, 
Edm. Mortimer, | did;he is our King, 
And thoucompel'{t chis Prince to weare the Crowne, 
_ * Moria. Strike off his beadghe ſhall haue Marſhalllaw. 
Edw, Strike off my head,baſe Traytor I defiethee. 
King, My Lord, heis my Vnkle,andſhallliue. 
Ator.in, My Lord,heis your enemy,and ſhall dye. 
Eam, Stay Villaines = T7 
King. Sweete Mother if | cannot pardon him, ee ee 
Intreate my Lord Protector for his life. St 
94. Sonne be content, 1 dare not ſpeakea word, 
Kmy, Norl,andyct methiakes I ſhould command, 
But ſeeing I cannot; lle intreat for him: 
My Lord,if you-willletmy Vokleliue, | 
I will requiteic when | cometoage, © 
or. i, Tis for your Highneile good,and for the 
Realnes. ir, ©. | | 
How often (hall Thid you beare him hence? 


Edm, Artthou a King,muſt I'dyeatthy command? 
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Afor.in, At our command once more away with him, 
Edm, Let me butſlay and ſpeake, I will notgoe, 
Either my Brother or his ſonne is King, 
 Andnone of both themthirſtfor Edmonds blond. 
And therfore Souldiers whither will you hale me? 


T hey hale Edmond away and carry bim to 


be beheaded. k, 


King, Whatſafety may Ilookefor at his hands, 
If that my Vaokle ſhall be murthered thus? 
2a, Feare not ſweet boy,Ilc guard thee from thy foes. 
Had Eamondliud he would have ſoughtthy death, 
Come ſonne,weeleride a huntingin the Parke, 
Kg. And hall my Vnkle Edmond ride with vs? 
2, Heis a Traytor,thinkenot on him, come. 
ET E xennt omner. 
| Enter Matrens and Gurney. 
 CMatr. Gurney, 1 wonder the King dyesnot, 
\ Beingin a Vaulc vp to the knees in water, 
To which the channels of che Baſtellruns, 
From whence a dampecontinually ariſcth, 
 Thatwere enough topoyſon any man, 
Much more a King broughtvp lo tenderly. 
Gar, And ſo dol,atrewn:yeſternight = 
_ Topened but the dooreto throw him meate, 
And I was almoſt {tifled with the (auour. 
atr, He hath a body able to endure 
More then we can inflict,and therefore now, 
Let vs aſlaile his mind another while. 
Gur. Send for him out thence;and1 will anger him, 
Matr, But ſtay,whoſe this? 
Enter Ligltborne. 
Light, My Lord Protector greetes you. ; 
Gur, Whats heere? I know nothow to conltrue ir. 
Matr, Gurney, It was left ynpointed for thenonce, 
Edwardam occidere nolite timere, | | 
That's his meaning. is 
Light, Know youthis token,I mult haue the King? 


f 


Marr, l,[tay a while, thou ſhalt haue anſwere ſtrai - 
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of Edward theſecond, 
This Villain's ſeat to make away che King, 
Gurney. I thought as much, . 
AMatr, And when the murther's done, 
> __ Gee how he muſt be handledfor hislabour, 
___ Pereat sſie. LethimbauetheKing, | 
What elſe, here's the Key es,this is rhe Lake, 
Doe as you are commanded by my Lord, — 
Light. | know what I ruſt doe,get you away; 
_ Yet be notfarre off, I ſhall need yourhelpe, 
See that in the next roomeT hauveaFire, 
And get me aSpit,and let it bered hot. 
Alatr, Very well, 
Gur. Necde youany thing beſides? 
Light, What elſe, a Table and a Fetherbed. 
Gur. T hat'sall. 
Zighr.1, I, ſo when Icall you,bringitin. 
Hlatr. Feare notthouthat, 
Gurn, Heer's alight togoeintothe Dungeon, 
Light. So,now mult I about this geere, ncare was 
__ thereany LY | 
So finely handled asthis King ſhall be, 
Foh;here's a place indeed with all my heart. 
Edw, Whoſe there,whatlight is chat, wherefore 
com {t thou? nt etna 
Light, To comfort you,and bring you ioyfullnewes. 
Edw,Smal comfort finds poore Eawyardinthy lookes, 
Villaine I know thou com'ſt to murder me. 
Light. Tomurther you my molt gracious Lord, 
Farre is it from my heartto do you harme, 
The Queeneſent mezto ſee how you were vied, 
For ſhe relents at this your miſery, 
And what eyes canrefraine from ſhedding teares, 
To ſeea King, in this moſt pitious ſtate? 
__  Edw. Weep'ſtthoualready,liſkawhiletome, 
And then thy heart were itas Gurnesis, 
Or as Matrexs, hewne from the Cancaſus, 
' Yetwillir oy ons remb us, FOE 
— ThisDungeonwherethey keepe me, is the linke 
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Wherein the filth of all the Caſtle falles, 

__ Liohr.OVillaines!) | 
Eaw, And therein mireand puddle hauel togd, 

This ten dayes ſpace,and leſt char I ſhould ſleepe, 

One playes continually vpona Drum, 

They giue me bread and water-being a King, 

So that for want of ([eepe and ſuſtenance, 

My mind's diſtempered,and my bodie's num's; 

And whether I haue limbsorno I know nor, 

O would my bloud dropt outfrom euery veine, 

As doth this water from my tottered robes, 


Tell 1/abe!/the Queene, I look'cnotthus, 
When for her ſakel ratrattilt in France, 


And therevohorlt the Duke of Cleremont,. (heart; 
Light, O ſpeake no moremy Lord,this breakes my 
Lye onthis bed and reſt your ſelfe a while. ” 
Edy, Theſe lookes of thinecan harbour nought but 
I ſee my Tragedy writtea in thy. browes,, (death, 
Yet ſlay a while, forbeare thy bloudy hand; 
And lcrtme ſee the (troke before it coraes, 
That and euen then when Eſhallloſemy life, 
My mind may be mare {tedtalt ogny God, (thus? 
Light. What meanes your Highneileto miſtruſt mee - 
_ Edw, What meanes thou to diſſemble with me thus? 
Light. Theſe bands were neuer {tain d withinnocent 
Nor ſhall they now.be tainted witha Kings. (bloud, 
Edw. Forgiue my thought, for having ſuch a thought, 
Onelevell kauel lefe,receiuethou this, 
Still feare T,and I know not what's thecauſe, 
But euery ioynt ſhakezas T eiveit thee: 
O ifthou harbourE murther inchy heart, 
Let this gift change thy mind,and faue thy ſoule,, 
Know that I am a King,oh at that name, 
1 feelea hell of priefe,  hereis my Croiwne: 
Gone,gone, and doe] remaine? - 3 
Light, Your ouer-watcht my Lord,lye downcand reſt. 
Eadw. But thatgriefe.keepes me waking, I ſhould lleepe. 
For,ngt theſeten dayes hauetheſc eyelids clos ds 


Now 


Ls 


IT; ym” 
6A," q , ff FP; | \ 


Now asI ſpeake they fall, and yet with feare. 
Open againe, O wherefore lits thou heere? 

Ligbr, If you miſtruſt me,Ilebe gone my Lord. 
 Eaw.Noe,no, for if thou meanſt to murther me, 
Thou wilt returne againe,and therefore ſtay. 

Light, He ſleepes. 


 Eaw, Oletmenotdyeyet,O ſtay a while, 


Zight, How now my Lord, | 
Edw,Somethipg ſtillbuzzeth in mine cares 
And tels meifl ſleepe I neuer wake, 
T his feare is that which makes metremble thus, 
And therefore tell me,whereforc art thou come? 
Light . To rid thee of thy life, Matr ents comez 
Edw, I amtoo weake and feebleto reliſt, 
Afliſt me ſweet God,and receiue my ſoule, 
Ligbt. Runnefor the Table. i 
Edw. O ſpare me,or diſpatch mein a trice, 
Light. So, lay the Table downe,and ſtampe onic, 
But not coo hard,leſt that you bruiſe his body. _ 


Mair] feare me that this cry will raiſethe Towne, 
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And therefore letvstake horſe and away. 
Light. Tell meſirs,was it not brauely done? - - 
Gur. Excellent well, rake this for thy reward. 
Then Gurney ſtabs Liphtborne. 
Come let vs caſt the body in the Mote. | 
And beare the Kings to Afortimer our Lord,away, 
= = Exenmonmnes, 
Enter Mortimer and Matrents. 2 
or, ig. Ift done, Marrens, andthe murtherer dead? 
Atatr, I my good Lord, I would ie were vndont, 
Morin, Matrevts, if thou growelt penitent 
Ileberhy ghoſtly father, thereforechuſe 
Whether thou wilt be ſecret inthis, - 


Or elſe dye by the hand of Mortimer. 


Matr. Gurney, my Lord,is fled,andwilll fears = 
Betray vs both,therefore let me file, 
Mor, in, Fly to the Savages. 
Matr,1 humbly thanke your Honour, NN 
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Morin, As formy lelfe, I ſtand as Toes hugetree; 
. 3 
And others are but ſhrubs compar'dtom 20 
 Alltrembleat my name,and Ifeare none,” 
Letsſeewho dare impeach me for his death? 
Enter the ©neene, - 
nu, A Mortimer,the King my ſonne hath newes, 
His father's dead,and wehaue murthered him. 
Morin, Whatit he haue?the King is yet a child. 


Le, 1,1, bur he teares his haire and wrings his hands. 


And vowes to bereueng d vpon vs both, 
Incothe Councell Chamber he is gone, 
To craue the aid and(uccour of his Peeres, 
Aye me,ſee where he comes, and they with him, 
Now /ortimer begins our Tragedy, 

| Enter the King with the Lords. 

Lords Fgare not my Lord,know that you area King, 

King, Villaine, © © - : 

CHMor. ia, Hor now my Lord? 

King, Thinkenotthat Iam frighted wich thy words, 
My father's murtheredehrough thy trechery, 
And thou thalr.dye,and on his movrnfull Herfo, 
Thy batefulland accurſed head ſhali}ye, . 
To witneſle to the world,that by thy mcancs 
His Kingly body was too ſoone inter d, - 

2u, Weepenotſweerteſonne. | 

King, Forbid notme to weepe,he was my Fathcr;. 
And had you lou'd him balfeſo wellas I; 

You could nor beare his death chus patiently, 
_ Butyoul feare confpir'd with Afortimer. 

Lords, Why ſpeake younotvato my Lord che King: 

7/67, is, Becauſe l thinke ſcorne to beaccus'd, | 
Who isthe man dares ſay I murthered him? 

King, Traytour,in me my louing Father ſpeakes, 
And plainely faith, t'was thou that murthered(t him, 
Morin. But hath your Grace no other proofe then 
King. Yesif this bethe hand of Aortimer, (this? 
Z1or,ta, Falſe Gurney hath betray'd me and himlelte. 


2». 1teard as much,murther cannot behid, 
| T odor, 


z 


a fk, 


4 —— 


OE TER — 
CAor, is, Tis my hand,what gatheryou by this? 
King, T hat thither thou Lidit ſenda Murtherer, 
Mor. What Murtherer? bring forth the man l ſen+ 
King.Ah 7ortimer,thou know'lt that he is flaine, 
 Andſofhaltchou be too: why (tayes beheeres 
Bring nim varoa Hurdle, drag him forth, 
Hang bim I fay, andſet his quarters vp, 
Bur bring his head backe preſently tome. 
9, Formy ſake{weeteſonne pitty Zſortimer, 
 Afr,m, Madameintreat not,] will rather dye, 
Then ſuefor life vnto a paltry Boy. h 
King, Hence witi the Trayror,with the Murtherer, 
or. 4, Baſe Fortune,now I ſee,that inthy Wheele 
Thercisa point,towhich when mea aſpire, 
They tumble headlong downe,thar point I roucht, 
And ſeeing there was no placeto mount vp higher, 
Why ſhould I grieue at my declining fall? 
Farewell faireQueene,weepe not for Mortimer, 
T hat ſcornes the VWorld,and as a Traveller 
Goes to diſcouer Countries yetvaknowne. 
King, What,ſufter you the Traytor to delay? 
94, As thou receiud'(t thy life from me, 
Spill not the bloud of geatle Mortimer, by 
' King; This argues thatyou ſpilt my Fathers bloud, 
Els would you not intreat for ortimer, 
Que, I ſpill his bloud? _ | 
_ King, I Madam, youztor ſoche rumour runnes. 
De. That rumour isvatrue,forloving thee; 
Is this report rais'd on poore {/abell.. | 
King, Ido not thinke her ſo vnnaturall. 
Lords, My Lord, I feare meit will proue too true, 
King. Mother you are ſuſpeRted for his death, 
And therefore we commit:youto the Tower, 
Till further tryall be made thereof, | 
It you beguilty, though I be your ſonne, 
T zinke not to inde me ſlack or pittifull. 
24, Nay,to my death,fortoo long hauel liud, 
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en as my ſonne thinkes to abridge my dayes, 
ne WC King. 
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= ing. Away with her, her words inforcethele teares, 
And I ſhall pitty herif ſheſpeake againe. ry 
©4a. Shall l not mourne tor my beloued Lord? 
nd with che reſt accompany him ro the Graue? 
Loy. Thus Madam, tis the Kings will you (hall hence. 
'2u.He hath forgorten me.itay,l am his Mother, 
Lords. T hai bootes not;therefore gentle Madam poe. 
9s. Then come ſweet death,and rid me of this griefe, 
—_ Lords. My Lord, heete is the head of Jſortimer. | 
| King, Goe fetch my Fathers hearſc,where it ſhall lye, 
And bring my Funerall Robes, Accurſed head, 
'- Couldlhaveruld thee then,as I doenow, 
Thou hadſt not batchr this monſtrous Trechery, 
j  Herecomes the Herſe,helpe me to mourne my Lords * 
= __ SweccreFather heere, vntothy murchered Ghoſt, 
 Toffervp this wicked Traytors head, 
h And lettheſe teares diſtilling from mine eyes, 
[ Be witnefle of my grieteand innocency, 
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